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To  the  Right  Honoudble 

.  v->;  .  •  v  r  ' 

HENRY  BEM1NCK, 

'Earl  of  Portland,  Vif count  Woodftock, 
Baron  of  Cirencefter,  Captain  of  Her 
Majejlfs  Firfi  Troop  of  Guards >  &c. 


My  Lord, 

TT  H  O’  the  Succefs  of  this  Comedy  has 
I  warm’d  me  with  the  Ambition  of 
giving  a  Publick  Teftimony  of  my 
Zeal  to  Your  Service;  yet,  I  own,  the  Plea- 
fure  I  receiv’d  in  Prefixing  Your  Name  be¬ 
fore  it,  gave  me  a  Joyful  Pride  ;  that  fir’d 
me  beyond  all  the  Applaufe  of  the  Theatre. 

!|v  As  Pofterity 

■  w.'  -=■ — l  --- -  ■  --  -  >  -  -  •  -  ■  ■— ^ — : — *- 


The  ' 'Dedication . 


»  ,  -  '  —  '  * 

/  ~  ,  '  a  r  '•  1  ■  iBal 

•  .  •  ^  ‘ 

Bolterity,  1  am  fenfible,  will  in  this  Ap¬ 
prove  my  Judgment,  tho’  they  Condemn 
my  Play;  and  the  Poem  will  be  Immortal 
by  the  Patron.  I  may  fay  yet  farther,  that 
tho’  I  fhould  attempt  to  Draw  the  Charadler 
of  Your  Illuftrious  Family,  or  Your  Perfon, 
in  the  moil:  Elevated  Images  of  a  poetical 
Fancy;  yet  the  Ages  behind  us  would  for 
once  find  Hiftory  and  an  Epiftle  Dedicatory 


agree. 

The  Memory  of  the  truly  Great  and  No. 
ble  would  not  Perifh,  tho’  there  were  nei¬ 
ther  Poets  or  Hiitorians ;  they  only  Refledfc 
that  Light  they  receive.  Tradition  muft 
preferve,  and  deliver  down,  their  Names 
and  Actions  facred  to  lateft  Times —  for 
Honour  is  a  Debt  to  Merit. 

But  I  confefs  my  Inability,  nor  dare  to 
sketch  out  a  Defign:  Where  ’tis  equally  dif¬ 
ficult  to  Draw  or  Defcribe  You,  neither  the 
Poet  nor  the  Painter  is  in  danger  of  Flat¬ 
tery;  yet  were,  it  poffible  either  of  ’em 
fhould  fucceed,  1  dare  affirm  Your  Lordfhip 
would  be  the  only  Perfon  in  the  World  dis¬ 
pleas’d  with  it.  I 


l  he  : Dedication l 

-  .  k  »  *"  ■  m  *"  V  '  ✓ 

A  leafure  Hour,  if  Your  Lorfliip  waftes 
one  in  reading  this  Trifle,  will  foon  inform 
You  of  thofe  Errors  that  might  efcape  the 
moft  Critical  Cenfure,  by  the  Excellent 
A£fcion.  But  I  hope  they  will  not  prove  fo 
much  an  Exercife  for  Your  Judgment  as 
Your  Candor,  which  firft  Incourag’d  me  to 
Devote  my  Jfelf 

Tour  Lordship’s 


moft  Obedient  and 

0  *  ,  •  ,  s  >v. 

I 

moft  Humble  Servant , 


Cha.  Johnfoa 

y  .  4- 

Y  %  -  •  -  . 

r  '  ■  ,  d  f.  ' ;  \  .  1  •  ;  -  v 


Spoken  by  Mr.  W I L  KS. 

•  .  %y.  ft  ^  I  _  «  *•  ,  ' 

B  Right  Fancy ,  Learning ,  Language ,  /jP/Y, 

/>/  the  labour  d  Scene  /hon'd  claim  a  Party 
But  Partial  Nature  lavi/hly  beflows 
On  One ,  what  would  Inrich  Ten  Thoufand  Brows  ; 

Or  ’ tis  with  Labour  J he  creates  a  Son 

Like  Shakefpear ;  therefore  never  Form'd  but  One : 

He  foam'd  the  Stage  of  Athens  and  of  Rome, 

And  flarvd  the  whole  Dramatick  World  to  come . 

W ell  therefore  may  our  Author  own  his  Fears 
To  tread,  where  Avon’s  Swan  Jo  oft  appears ; 

To  Night  he  aims  to  draw  Domefiick  Life, 

A  Vicious  Hus  bandy  and  a  Virtuous  Wife ; 

But  as  the  Pa/fions  of  the  Human  Mind 
Mu/t  frill ly  be  to  Nature's  Laws  confin'd-. 

He  labours  that  his  Wit  /hon'd  timely  flow , 

And  not  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Scene  forego. 

A  feafonable  Jefi  may  be  allow'd , 

But  nothing  that's  Impertinent >  is  Good ; 

And  yet  he  writes  to  pleafe ,  and  frankly  owns. 

Good  Plays  have  very  feldom  met  your  Frowns ; 

Tet  bad  ones  oft  Succeed ,  and  Harlequin 

Has  trick'd  your  Judgment ,  when  he  cur'd  your  Spleen . 

That  Author  /hows  the  utmofl  Pow'r  of  Arty 
Who  can  at  once  InflruPt you  and  Divert ; 

His  working  Pa/fions  change ,  he  laughs  and  mourns, 
Tafies  Pity ,  Rage ,  and  Jealoufie  by  turns , 

Is  always  every  thing  he  repre fonts. 

And  Feels  the  very  Char  alters  he  Paints . 

W ell  then ,  fince  all  mufl  own  'tis  hard  to  find , 

And  track  the  various  Labyrinths  of  the  Mind , 

Pardon  the  Slips  of  an  incurious  Pen , 

And  if  y ou re  pleas'd  in  grofs  don't  little  Faults  condemn ; 
He's  in  y  oar  Power ,  and  hopes  you'll  life  him  well ; 

He  vows  he'll  to  no  other  Court  Appeal ;  ' 

But  if  he  fails ,  with  Modefy  confefs 
Hejuflly  Merited  his  ill  Succefs. 

Since  thus  he  owns  your  High  and  Mighty  Powers, 
Damn  not  his  Six  Months  Labour  in  Three  Hours ; 

The  Generous.  Briton  always  Quarter  gives, 

And  when  his  Enemy  Submits  he  Lives , 


E  P  I  L  O  G  U  E. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  OLDFIELD . 

YE  Riots  in  the  Fit,  who  view  this  Glafs , 

^72^  he  (before  his  Taming )  tew ; 

Reflect,  Reform:  Go  to  your  fever  al  Houfes, 
dnd  from  this  very  Moment —  Love  your  Spoufis . 

Our  Foet  here  perfwaded  me  to  flop , 

Make  my  Devoirs ,  *3:7^  let  the  Curtain  drop : 

But  I  refolv  d  to  flay,  and  tell  ye  too 

Vhat  to  bad  Husbands,  had  we  Fow'r,  we'd  do. 

Con'd  we  a  Parliament  of  W omen  call, 

Ve'd  vote  fuch  Statutes  as  (hon'd  Tame  you  all. 

nr  ft,  wed  Refolv e  That  all  thofe  marry  d  Fellows 

1 hon'd  Banifhment  endure,  who  durft  be  Jealous : 

or  tho'  that  curs'd  Difeafi  proceeds  from  Love's  foft  FaJJion, 

Nothing  fhoud  be  a  Crime  in  us,  but  Demonftration . 

(Next,  That  thofe  dull  uncomfortable  Wights, 

Vho  fleep  all  Morning ,  and  who  fit  at  Nights, 
hon'd  find,  when  they  reel  home,  with  Surfeits  cloy'd \ 

‘heir  tender  Wi  ’  es  with  better  Friends  employ'd. 

Laflly,  The  Man  that  breaks  the  Marriage-Vow, 

f  any  fuch  in  this  good  Houfeyou  know) 

or  the.  fir  ft  Crime  Jhou'd  fuffer  a  Divorce 5 

'dieu  thofe  tempting  Words, — for  better  and  for  worfe. 

he  Ladies  Jhou'd  be  free  again  to  wed, 

nd  the  falfi  Men  be  Naturally  dead . 

But  hold, - What  makes  me  impotently  rant  ? 

)e  Will  we  have ,  But  oh!  the^Fower  we  want : 
nd  you,  vile  Husbands ,  when  thefe  Threats  you  hear , 

’ ill  only  grow  worfe  Tyrants  than  you  were . 
ft  have  a  Care .  For  tho'  we  cannot  make 
%ws  for  Mankind,  we  can  their  Orders  break : 
ie  War ,  ’ tis  faid,  is  drawing  near  an  End, 

'id  not  one  Woman  then  can  want  a  Friend, 
ie  Brave  will  all  to  this  dear  Town  repair, 

'ufXhey  were  always  Guardians  of  the  Fain 
y  faithful  Service  to  their  Country  done, 
ir  Sexes  Favour  they  have  fairly  won : 
id  may  they  ftill  have  this  propitious  Doom, 
fiaueft  Abroad,  and  juft  Returns  at  Home. 

Thefe  are  our  Wijhes - and  if  Any  here 

e  Glorious  Character  of  Soldiers  bear, 

Ii/iVi/)  //i  fhi  c  l/i\)  t.hpAp  11  fhnw) 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


M  E  N. 


Volatile  An  extravagant  young  Fellow,  who  hasp 
confum’d  his  Fortune}  in  Love  with  Arabella^At.  Wilks. 
and  Friend  to  Riot.  y 

Riety  A  Debauchee,  Husband  to  Cynthia.  Mr.  Cibber. 

Horatio ,  In  Love  with  Aurelia ,  Jmprifon’d  fori*.  D 
the  Murther  of  Valentine.  }Mr'  Booth- 

Valentiney  Friend  to  Horatioy  wounded  by  him*  Mr.  Rian. 
Sir  Trijlrum  Cafb,  A  humorous  old  Fellow,  Uncle^j^  TOogget 


to  young  Cajh  and  Teraminta. 

Young  Cajhy  His  Nephew,  a  lewd  young  Fellow, 7  M  ^  , 
endeavouring  to  be  a  Rake.  y v  r*  ^  ’ 

Spitfire ,  His  Spunge  and  Bully-Back,  _Mr.  Norris. 

Mr.  Elrington.  % 
Mr .  Bullock^  Jun , 


Hazard,  £KniBhts  ef  the  Induftr>' 


W  O'  M  E  N. 


/ '  \  .  ^  .  j  r*. 

Cynthia%  A  virtuous  Woman,  Wife  to  Riot.  Mrs.  Rogers. 
Arabellay  Her  Kinfwoman,  in  Love  with  VolatiL  Mrs.  Oldfield . 
Teramintay  In  Love  with  Valentine •  Mifs  IVillis. 

Aurdia,  In  Love  with  Horatio,  Neice  t07  Mifi  ^rW 
oir  Lrijirum. 


Servants,  &e. 


S  C  E  N  E  Covent-Garden- 
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W  1  F  E's 
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THE 


IFF: 


ACT  I.  SCENE 


SCENE 


The  Street. 


Enter  yolatil  and  Rior. 

^  . 

Vol.  T"  7  A  S  that  your  Wife  ? 

mm/  Even  fo,  Jack  ->  my  other  Half. 

IA/  Vol.  Methinks  you  ufe  your  other  Half  ye- 
W  w  ry  fcurvily. 

Riot.  Ay,  (he  is  the  heav’nly  Part  of  me  $  and  the  FIe(h 
and  the  Spirit,  you  know,  can  never  agree. 

Vol .  What  can  make  you  uneafie?  flie  brought  you  Beauty, 
Mony5  and  Virtue. 

Riot.  Why  the  Woman’s  well  enough-,  but — but — (he  is  my 

Wife,  that  is,  fheis  my  Averfion - I  have  but  one  Symptom 

p  tha^  lives  within  me,  to  make  me  believe  I  once  lik’d  her  *  I 
am  now  and  then  Jealous  of  her. 

Vol.  Avery  comfortable  Mark  of  your  Efleem:  Does  (he  not 
defpifeyou? 

B  Riot. 


2  The  Wife’s  Relief:  Or, 

Riot.  Yes  truly,  I  believe  we  are  Contemptible  enough  to 
one  another  5  — —  Rot  this  Subjeft,  I  (hall  take  you  for  one 
of  her  Relations - You  had  ill  luck  laft  Night,  Jack . 

Vol.  Ay,  thofe  inaufpiciou's  Dice  have  robb’d  me  of  my 
Reputation,  my  Miftrefs  and  my  Fortune-,  700/.  ('which  was 
my  laft  Stake)  gave  me  the  Commifllon  of  Captain,  and 
Deuce- Ace  took  it  from  me*  and  here  I  ftand  before  thee,  ex¬ 
cept  thefe  Cloaths,  and  this  Guinea,  as  naked  as  when  I  came 
into  the  World*  ~  .  '  ,  " .  \  1  ' "  ’ ' 

Riot.  If  thefe  be  thy  Circumftances,  make  the  belt  of  thy 
"way  out  on't. - 

Vol .  Yet  am  I  as  errant  a  Lover,  as  ever  was  read  of  in  Ro¬ 
mance -  Cruel  Arabella ,  \_Afide. 

Riot.  You  are  a  fortunate  Fellow. 

VoL  In  Love  to  that  excefs,  Pd  Marry  her. 

Riot.  That's  true,  you  fliould  be  Marry 'd  to  be  completely 
Happy  :  Why,  there's  a  Girl  in  our  Houfe  that  I  am  Guardian 

to,  my  Wife's  Kinfwoman,  Arabella — ■  I  like  her - -  I  have 

a  mind  to  lye  with  her,  I  fuppofe  that  is  what  you  mean  by 

Love -  But  if  I  get  once  unharnefs’d  again,  and  ever  draw 

more  in  the  Matrimonial  Yoke,  may  I  be  Poifon'd  with  the 
Sack-Poflet  5  let  her  Beggar  me,  Beat  me,  Cuckold  me,  may 
Heav’n  have  no  Mercy  on  me,  and  fuffer  to  die  a  married 
Man  — — 

Vol.  Arabella's  Beauty  wou’d  tempt  a  Saint,  and  her  Virtue 
a  Libertine  }  befides,  as  (he’s  your  Ward,  methinks - 

Riot.  Her  Father  thought  fit  to  truft  me  with  her  Fortune, 
and  (hall  (he  deny  me  the  Credit  of  her  Perfon?  no,  no>  (he’ll 
wear  ne’er  the  worfe.  I  am  refijlv'd  to  take  Toll 3  yes,  I’ll  be 
her  good  Manys  Tafter,  (he  (hall  die  a  Maid  dfe,  or  go  to  Law 
for  herSubfiftance_ 

Vol.  Poor  Arabella ,  what  wretched  Hands  art  thou  fallen 
into !  If  I  could  deliver  thee,  I  might  deferve  thee.  ( A  fide . 

Riot.  Tho’  (he  ufes  me  damnably- — —  I  have  a  mind  to  give 
it  out  (he’s  not  worth  a  Groat  $  keep  all  Mankind  from  Count¬ 
ing  her,  fo  ftarve  her  into  Compliance -  . 

Vol.  Wou’d  that  be  like  a  Man  of  Honour? 

Riot.  No, — —  like  a  Man  of  Pleaiure - -  Honour,  Jack, 

is  a  huge  Giant  of  Ice,  that  melts  before  our  warm  Dcfires  3 
’tis  a  Phantom  to  fright  green  Girls ;  it  appear'd  once  to  me  in 
the  F  ornxof  a  Wife,  and  I  have  hated  it  ever  fince.  En* 


EntSr  fome  Officers  bearing  Valentine  bounded. 

iQffi.  A  Surgeon,  a  Surgeon,  gently,  gently. 

VoL  W  feat’s  tile  matter  ? 

^  Qfji,  Nothing,  nothing  at  all  Sir,  only  a  Gentleman  is  kill'd, 

and  we  are  carrying  him  to  a  Surgeon - 

-  VoL  Hah !  Valentine l  He  is  not  dead ;  who  wounded  him  ? 

1  Offi  Horatio ,  Sir  j  you  may  fee  we’re  in  hafte. 

VoL  They  were  Friends. 

2  Offi.  Ay,  but  Wine  and  Women  made  ’em  Emmies  5  they 

fell  out  about  their  Miftrefles — -  Gently,  Neighbour, 

Gently.  - — * -  [ Exe .  Officers  &  Body . 

Riot .  Thou  art  reputed  a  Fellow  olihigh  and  mighty  Valour  5 
look  ye  there’s  your  grinning  Honour,  as  Sir  John  fays 5  what 
a  couple  of  pretty  Fellows  are  here  thrown  away  for  fome  un- 
feafonable  Jeft,  the  refufing  a  Toaft,  or  perhaps  a  feeming  Ne¬ 
gative  only  expounded  into  the  flat  Lie - 

VoL  ’Tis  true,  good  Manners  have  made  us  Barbarous  •,  we 
are  civiliz’d  into  Brutes  5  an  affe&ed  Politenefs  has  almoft  re¬ 
duc’d  us  into  Hobs' s  firft  State  of  Nature* 

Riot .  I’ve  known  a  Nobleman  accept  a  Challenge  from  a 
Pickpocket. 

VoL  ’Tis  indeed  whimfical  to  fee  a  Gentlemah  engag’d  with 
a  Sharper,  and  a  Man  of  real  Worth  put  his  Life  in  competi¬ 
tion  with  a  Rafcal,  who  can  hardly  deferve  the  Honour  of  be¬ 
ing  kick’d  by  his  Footman. 

Riot .  i’ll  never  give  the  Thief  an  Opportunity  to  commit 
Robbery  and  Murther  too - No,  if  I  do  play  off  my  Ma¬ 
ny  in  bad  Company,  let  the  tame  Banditti  take  it - - 

VoL  Thou  hadft  rather  skirmilh  with  a  Petticoat. 

Riot .  But  if  ever  I  fight  for  one,  may  the  next  Suit  I  make 
be  the  Hangman’s  Fee:  Look  ye,  here’s  the  Prifoner—™ -How 
now 3  Horatio ?  What,  in  Captivity ? 

Horatio  carrying  to  t*  tiffin. 

Hor.  Ev’n  fo,  Gentlemen:  Call'd  to  my  Account. 

VoL  Be  not  dejeflred  *  Valentine  may  live. 

Hot.  The  Surgeon  fears  it$  come  lead  me  where  you  will — - 
Poor  Aurelia ,  this  News  will  wound  thee  too.  [  A/iae'j — • Exit . 

VA.  Has  there  not  been  a  Match  talk’d  of  for  fome  cinie  be¬ 
tween  thole  two  Gentlemen,  Horatio  and  Valentine ,  and  die 
two  young  Ladies  at  Sir  Tnjlram  Cajh  the  Banker’s? 

\  ;  B  2  Riot. 


4 


The  Wife's  Relief:  Or, 


Riot .  Ay,  the  rafh  Fools  were  to  be  Married,  they  have 
been  engaged  by  Contratt  for  fome  time  5  Horatio  to  Aurelia , 
and  Valentine  to  Teraminta—* but  that  old  wayward  Block¬ 


head  Sir  Triflrum  has  all  along  oppos'd  the  young  Peoples  In¬ 
clinations.  Tell  me,  Vof  how  often  you  have  been  a  Second  in 
thefe  Honourable  Conflifts. 

VoL  I  have  loft  fome  hot  Blood  on  that  Account,  which  my 
cool  Reafon  tells  me  I  was  a  Fool  for; - how  often  indeed 


have  I  been  fummon’d  out  o’ my  warm  Bed  to  bleed  in  the 
Caufe  of  a  Drunkard  or  a  Strumpet !  I  hate  the  Remembrance-, 
but  I  know  the  World-* - 

Riot.  And  the  World  knows  you 5 - a  Man  oftry’d  Cou¬ 


rage  is  fafe  in  this  Town :  You’ll  not  dye  by  the  Sword,  Jack> 
take  care  of  the  Scabbard. 

VoL  Men  that  Counterfeit  Hero’s,  like  Women  that  fet  up 
for  Saints,  keep  only  Cowards  at  a  diftance  for  your  noifie 
Pretenders  both  to  Courage  and  Virtue  are  Bullies  and  Hypo¬ 
crites - — 


Riot .  Right*  every  Man  wears  his Confcience  like  hisCloak, 
to  keep  out  ill  Weather  :  Shall  we  follow  Horatio ,  and  inquire 
how  we  may  ferve  him  ? 

VoL  l  am  engaged  to  meet  Sir  Triflrum  Cajh. 

Riot .  Sir  Triflrum  !  What  in  the  Name  of  Wonder  can  this 
Conjun&ion  portend,  a  Banker  and  a  Bankrupt.  Cent  .per  Cent. 
and  Nothing  per  Nothing. 

VoL  He  fent  a  Servant  to  allure  me  he  wou’d  wait  on  me  $  I 
Owe  him  nothing,  and  I  think  he  does  no&  come  to  Borrow  of 
me - 


_  Riot.  The  Devil  has  fent  him  to  tempt  thy  Poverty  *  may 

be  he  would  qualifie  you  for  a  Knight  of  the  Poft - Where’s 

his  Nephew 


VoL  Juft  return’d  piping  hot  from  theUniverfity  *  where  his 
poor  Tutor  has  been  three  Years  cultivating  Sand - -That 


Fellow  is  a  piece  of  reftive  Earth  that  can  feel  no  Plow,  take 
no  Manure,  not  fo  much  out  of  invincible  Stupidity  as  irre¬ 
claimable  Gbftinacy. 

Riot .  His  Uncle  Ihou’d  have  bred  him  to  his  own  Bufinefs. 

VoL  He  might  have  thriven  in  the  City  with  thefe  retentive 

Qualities - for  he  has  a  Face  naturally  fet  to  Bufinefs,  and 

the  Seeds  of  Cozenage  lye  hid  in  his  Complexion  i— - ~but  his 

Uncle 


The  Husband's  Cure .  $ 

Uncle  has  order’d  him  to  be  a  Gentleman,  nay,  he  will  have 
him  a  fine  Gentleman  too,  and  allows  the  Boy  to  Drink,  Wench, 
Fight,  Game,  any  thing  that  may  make  him  an  accomplifh’d 
Rake. 

Riot.  And  yet  if  the  Child  is  not  naturally  leud,  he  will 
make  but  an  awkward  Debauchee. 

Vol.  He  would  purchafe  for  his  Nephew  that  which  Nature 
has  abfolutely  defty’d  him,  which  makes  his  Vices  become  him 
as  ill  as  his  Cloaths*  but  the  old  Blockhead  has  fuch  an  implicit 
Faith  in  his  Mony,  he  believes  every  Thing  is  to  be  bought. 

■;  [Exit  Riot. 

Enter  Sir  Trittrum  Cafii. 

Sir]  Trift.  Mr.  Volatile  your  mod  Faithful  Servant. 

Vol .  I  was  coming  to  you,  Sir  Triftrum . 

Sir  Trift.  ’Tis  my  good  Fortune  I  have  prevented  your  gi¬ 
ving  your  felf  fogre^ta  Trouble — .-There  is  an  Affair,  Sir, 
in  which  I  muft  defire  your  Favour. 

Vol.  Command  me,  Sir - 

Sir  Trift .  Nay,  Sir,  I  will  be  thankful  too,  I  know  you  are 
a  Gentleman. 

Vol.  Then  you  can’t  think  me  Mercenary. 

Sir  Trift.  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  miftakc  me  not*  Vertue  ought 
to  be  rewarded.  Honour  muft  be  cherifh’d. 

Vol.  Well,  Sir,  what  is  your  Intention?  pray  clear  up  my 
Underftanding. 

Sir  Trift.  Whe’  Sir,  you  have  the  Character  of  a  brave  Fel¬ 
low — - 

Vol.  You  are  merry,  Sir  Triftrum what,  banter  your  Friend. 

Sir  Trifl.  Patience! — A  Word  only— I  mean  People  generally 
fay,  or  ’tis  their  Opinion*  that  you  arc  a  very  Valiant  Gentle¬ 
man,  one  that  dares  fight  and  maintain  his  Honour  at  all  odds* 
the  Fencing  Matters  all  own  it,  and  the  Bullies  ftrike  to  you. 
Ah,  I  have  heard  ’em  when  you  have  patted  by  cry  That’s 
Volatile  true  as  his  Sword*  and  tho*  he  has  not  had  the  Luck 
to  kill  fo  many  Men  as  others,  he  dares  fight  with  thofe  that 
have.  •  •  _  \- 

Vol.  This  is  a  very  odd  Prologue  5  whofe  Throat  is  to  be 

cut - pray  Sir  to  the  Point - -I  don’t  think  your  Bufinefs  is 

to  invite  me  to  be  your  Second-  >  . 

Sir 
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Sir  Trijl.  Alack,  Sir,  good  lack,  Sir, - he,  he,— — I 

am  no  Fighter  now,  tho?  I  have  broke  a  Foil  formerly* - In 

truth.  Sir,  I  do  come  about  alighting  Bufinefs. 

Vol  What,  I  mull  beat  feme  body  for  you. 

Sir  Trijl%.  Not  fo,  noble  Sir-  and  yet  I  am  come  to  borrow 
a  little  Valour  which  I  will  repay  in  Gold  *  ’tis  a  thing  you  may 
eafily  confent  to,  and  ’twill  oblige  me  forever— - — 

Vol.  Good  Sir,  be  particular* 

Sir  Trijl.  Why,  Sir, - -Hem - I  have  a  Nephew,  Sir — * 

Vol.  I  know  him - — 

Sir  Trijl.  I  delign  he  fiiall  be  my  Heir  :  He  and  my  Niece 

Teraminta  are  the  only  two  of  my  Name - Now  I  hope 

my  Nephew  may  in  time  be  made  a  pretty  Fellow - 

Vol.  Very  well - go  on. 

Sir  Trijl.  You  may  have  heard  perhaps,  or  you  may  believe 
I  have  a  pretty  Eftate  too. 

Vol .  Y  ou  are  reckon’d  half  a  Plumb  at  leaft. 

Sir  Trijl.  I  have,  more  than  I  fiiall  fpend - Now,  Sir,  I 

come  to  you - 1  wou’d  have  this  Nephew  of  mine  converfe 

with  Gentlemen*- - 

Vol.  So  he  does. 

Sir  Trijl .  Nay,  I  don’t  pinch  him  in  his  Allowance  *  they  had 
almoft  fpoil’d  him  at  the  College,  they  eramm’d  him  fo  with 
your  Logicks  and  your  Ethnicks,  that  if  he  had  not  had  a  Con- 
ftitution  to  have  brought  ’em  up'  again  prefcntly,  the  Boy  had 

been  ruin’d - -X  permit  him  now  and  then  a  Bottle  and  a 

Wench - 

VoL  Liberally  done - but  how  came  you  to  breed  him 

thus  ?  W  hy  did  you  not  train  him  up  a  Citt,  in  the  Road  of 
your  Family - 

Sir  Trijl.  My  Nephew’s  Great- Grandfon  will  be  a  Citizen 
again. 

Vol.  Again- - >h6w  fo  ? 

Sir  Trijl.  Why,  weCitts,  as  you  call  us,  tho’  we  hate  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  are  proud  to  breed  our  Children  fo— — but  in  three  Ge¬ 
nerations  they  always  come  back  into  their  Shops — — as  thus, 
— —We  PurchafeLand,  our  Gentlemen  Children  live  high  and 
Mortgage,  the  Grand- Children  Sell,  and  the  Great-Grand-Chil¬ 
dren  a m  always  Prentices  again - — 


Vol. 
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Vol.  This  is  a  whirl  of  Fortune  quite  round  her  Wheel  ;  or 
take  it  thus,  Sir  Triftrmn t  we  Courtiers  mdke  ypu  Cuckolds, 
you  wriggle  into  ourEftates;  Poverty  makes  our  Children  Ci¬ 
tizens,  and  you  Cuckold  us  again  ;  a  Circular  Juftice,  the 

World  turns  round  5 - bur  to  your  Nephew-— — 

Sir  Trift.  I  love  him  fondly,  I  fhou’d  be  loath  to  lofe  him; 
and  to  fecure  him  with  his  Miftrefs,  his  Life  and  his  Honour,  I 
come  to  you. 

Vol.  Out  with  it,  Man-— - 


Sir  Trtft.  What  Shall  I  give  you,  Sir,  to  let  him - 

Vol.  What  ? 

Sir  Trift.  Pray  be  not  angry. 

Vol.  Not  in  the  leaft.  Sir.  ' 

Sir  Trift.  There  can  be  no  Security  like  it  in  the  World,  I’ll 
pay  for  it  with  all  my  Soul- — Heartily - 

Vol.  For  what  ? 

Sir  Trift.  What  (hall  I  give  you,  Sir,  to  let  him - 

Vol.  What? 

Sir  Trift.  Beat  you,  Sir. 

Vol.  How  ? 

Sir  Trift.  Nay,  don’tmifapprehend  me - the’  I  have  but  a 

courfe  way  of  exprefling  my  felf,  I  mean,  that  it  fhou’d  be 
done  with  your  Confent — my  Nephew  is  raw  in  the  Town — 
Now  as  in  the  City  the  Reputation  only  that  a  Man  is  able  to 
fine  for  Alderman  will  in  a  little  time  make  him  one;  who 
knows  but  the  Boy  may  become  Valiant  in  earneft.  However, 
Sir,  I  pray  you  give  him  Credit  for  a  little  Courage  for  this 
time;  if  he  draws  upon  you,  Honour  his  Bill,  and  you’ll  oblige 
your  Faithful  Servant,  Sir  Triftrum. 

Vol.  And  you  wou’d  have  him  beat  me. 

Sir  Trift.  Right- - Yet  again,  don’t  mifconceive  me - 

with  your  Favour - 1  wou’d  not  have  him  hurt  you  much; 

if  you  think  fit,  he  fhall  quarrel  with  you  at  a  Tavern,  or  where 
you  pleafe - Let  him  only  throw  a  Candleflick 


Vol.  At  my  Head. 

Sir  Trift.  Ay - or  a  Quart  Pot 


ftill  with  Submillion, 


Sir,  only  that  feme  of  your  Friends  or  Acquaintance  may  fee 
he  dares  affront  you,  and  come  off  with  Honour — —  hand- 
fomly —  Look’e  here  are  fome  Guineas,  let  them  fpeak  in  my 

Behalf - -  [Gives  him  a  Turfe. 

Vol- 
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Vol.  Weil  faid,  old  Gent. - Ay,  this  is  a  firopos. 

Sir  Trijl .  You  muft  know  further*  his  Miftrefs  Aurelia^  who 
lives  in  my  Houfe,  won’t  marry  him  till  he  has  brought  Proofs 

of  his  Courage - befides,  when  we  have  a  Peace  Ill  pur- 

chafe  him  a  Port:  in  the  Army - — 

VoL  And  you  freely  give  me  all  this  to  let  your  Nephew 
Beat  me? 

Sir  Trijl .  Dear  Sir*  take  me  with  you  3  I  don’t  mean  that  he 

Ihou’d  hurt  you - dangerourty - Let  him  only  break  your 

Head — -or  draw  a  little  Blood — fohe  come  off  bravely,  that’s 
rail - - 

VoL  Very  well - He  is  not  to  indanger  Life  or  Limb,  on¬ 

ly  to  get  a  little  Credit  on  me, be  flefh’d—  and  thought  Valiant 
by  engaging  with  me — — ^ 

Sir  Trift.  You  take  me  right,  Sir, 

VoL  Ill  put  up  your  Mony — - — ’tis  a  Bargain — fend  your 
Nephew  to  me,  well  agree. 

Sir  Trift .  Agree,  Sir— Why  you  muft  quarrel,  and  he  muft 
beat  you,  or  the  Bargain’s  void. 

VoL  But  we  muft  conclude  together  firft  how  things  fliall  be. 

Sir  Trift,  You  muft  be  feeret  too,  or  all  is  ruin’d. 

VoL  Here’s  my  Hand - — 

Sir  Trift .  There’s  a  great  deal  of  Mony,  Mr.  Volatil — for  a 
little  Pafllve  Valour  only.  Ill  fend  him  to  you — but  Mum — • 
no  Words,  for  my  Nephew’s  Credit.  (Ts^.fTrift. 

VoL  \_aknei ]  fortune  is  in  a  merry  Mood,  and  courts  my 
Favour  for  her  ilpUfage  of  me  laft  Night — Well,  Sir  Triftrum 
(hall  be  obey’d  •>  Ill  lull  my  Spirit  afleep — -  Muzzle  up  my  Cho- 
ler — and  let  the  Cur  have  a  fnap  at  the  Maftiff.  Old  Mammon 
might  be  in  the  right  in  his  Notion,  if  the  Boy  had  Difcretion 
to  carry  it  j  for  I  believe  many  a  fenfible  Coward  has  gone 
peaceably  out  of  the  World  undifeover’d— But  an  improv’d 
Blockhead,  like  Young  Cajhy  muft  appear  naked  to  all  Eyes,  and 
his  Courage  be  known  to  be  purchas’d,  like  his  Coat  of  Arms. 
In  vain  he  dreftes  in  the  Lion's  Cafe , 

White  he  wears  Ears ,  an  Afs  will  be  an  Afs . 

(Exit  Vol. 

"r>  v  „  -■  ,  '  ’  .  \  < 
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SCENE  II.  Rail’s  Houfe. 

Enter  Riot  and  Arabella. 

.  •' •  .  .  :ti  -  V  rr  \  /'  '  /  '  '  *  *  '  ’  1  >  -/ 

Arab .  Ill  not  be  made  Love  to. 

You  (hall  hear  how  Beautiful  you  are. 

Arab .  Youll  Flatter  me -  -  : 

Riot.  I  fwear  I  won’t. 

Arab.  Do,  Coulin,  youll  oblige  me  infinitely  — Oh,  to  be 
handfomly  flatter’d  is  fo  happy  an  Amufement,  ’tis  like  a  gay 
Dream,  which  if  one  was  never  to  be  wak’d  from,  vvou’d  be 
very  near  the  real  Injcyment - 

Riot .  PH  outlye  your  Glafs,  your  Pifture,  your  Chamber¬ 
maid,  or  your  Vanity  y  Ill  turn  Poet,  and  refine  my  Fancy 
to  tickle  your  Imagination  >  nay,  if  you  love  Flattery  you  (hall 
be  Luxurioufly  treated — — I’ll  have  a  Colleftion  of  Dedicati¬ 
ons,  Addrefles,  Funeral  Sermons,  and  Love  Letters  thrown  in¬ 
to  an  Alembick,  and  diftil  the  lufcious  Nonfenfe  for  Food  to 
your  Pride - -  '  ~  . 

Arab .  I  am  not  for  living  upon  Froth,  no  Body  wou’d  make 
a  Dinner  of  Whipt  Cream - Yet  a  little  fomething  handfom¬ 

ly  faid  by  way  of  Deflert,  gives  fuch  an  agreeable  Turn  to  our 

Thoughts - I’ll  tell  you  a  Secret,  Coulin,  ’tis  the  Flatterer 

not  the  Lover  that  prevails - 

Riot.  How  fo. 

Arab .  Becaufe  we  are  fonder  of  being  admir’d  than  belov’d. 

Riot.  Then  ’tis  what  we  fay,  not  what  we  do,  that  wins 
you.  Let  me  therefore  fwear  how  paflionatly  I  love  you — 
Come  you  (hall  not  be  thus  cold. 

Arab.  Can  I  help  it,  if  I  have  a  little  too  much  Frofi:  in  my 
Conftitution. 

Riot.  I’ll  warm  you  into  Life  and  Love. 

Arab .  Agreeable  Trifler. 

Riot.  Pretty  Impertinent'- — tbo’  I  am  marry’d  to  your  good 
Kinfwoman,  I  bring  you  my  Heart  whole.  Child — — — And  I 
fwear,  I  were  not  wiv’d — — — 

Arab.  You  wou’d  draw  in  the  Team  with  me - '-Thus  I 

make  my  lowed  Acknowledgments — ~~  l Curtjies . 


C 
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Riot .  I  woud,  by  thofc  dear  Eyes*,  thank  Heav’n,  my  Wife 

is  not  Immortal,  fhe  may  one  Day  be  no  more,  and  then - ■ 

But  in  the  mean  time  let  us  take  a  Tafte  of  Happinefs - 

Arab.  A  Tafte - how  fneakingly  it  looks  to  fteal  ones 

Pkafure  \  I  am  for  a  fhort  Grace  and  a  long  Meal, 

Riot.  Pleafant!  but  you  are  Young,  and  have  a  Heart  full 
of  Joy.  .  '  -  ■ 

Arab .  Yes,  I  thank  it  poor  Fool,  it  keeps  me  warm  and 
makes  me  Merry. 

Riot.  Prithee,  Jlrabella ,  let  us  finifli  this  Bufinefs. 

Arab.  Upon  one  Condition  the  Bufinefs  as  you  call  it  (halt 
be  finiih’d.  4  - 

Riot.  Name  it* - - 

Arab.  Get  your  Wife's  Confent,  and  you  (hall  Command 
mine.  '  .  '  -  ;  ^  f 

Riot .  Pd  undertake  fooner  to  make  the  Grand  Tour  — — 
Poor  Creature,  (he  wou’d  willingly  let  no  Body  give  me  Joy 
but  her  felf$  tho’  fhe  has  fuch  folid  Affurance  Tis  intirely  out 
of  her  Power —  ^  J 

Arab.  And  yet  is  (he  at  this  Hour  not  only  one  of  the  fineft 
but  beft  Women  in  the  Town, 

Riot.  Pious  enough — -what  have  we  to  do  with  Saints  o’this 
fide  of  the  Grave?-  v  ~ v  r  -  C  I 

Arab.  The  moft  jealous  Eye  cou’d  never  find  a  flaw  in  her 
Virtue,  nor  the  moft  envious  in  her  Perfon— 

Riot.  Can  you  find  no  Theme  but  my  Wife  ? 

Arab.  Bcfides,  fhe  brought  you  a  plentiful  Fortune  •  and  ' 
rais'd  you  from  nothing,  when  you  cou’d  not  difpofe  a 
Shilling.  :  /  \  ,  J 

Riot.  I  was  a  handfom  Fellow — fhe  lik’d  me  5  and  bought 
me  at  the  Price  of  Liberty  $  were  I  free  again,  I  wou’d  not 

fell  it  for  al!  the  Mines  of  Rotofi - 

Arab •  And  yet  juft  now  you  fwore  you  wou’d  marry  me. 

Riot.  Ay,  thee  Child,  only  thee.  [ 

Arab.  Mr.  Riot>  were  it  poflible  for  you  to  fee  your  Mind 
as  your  Face  in  a  Glafs— — and  behold  how  ugly,  how  black 
your  Ingratitude  to  Cynthia  has  made  you— You  look  fo  like 
a  Fiend,  you  wou’d  never  dare  to  open  your  Lips  of  Love  to 
any  Woman  breathing. 

Riot. 
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Riot.  I  vow  you're  a  perfect  Miftrefs  of  Panegyrick— ■  — 

But  y  ©u  know  your  very  Anger  fits  eafy  on  you - - —  and 

have  ?a  mind  to  raifc  a  little  more  Blood  to  heighten  your 
Features.  - 

Arab.  Wou’d  you  were  heartily  in  Love  with  me . -  If 

I  did  not  make  you  as  heartily  repent  your  ill  Ufage  of  my  Cou- 
fln-— -  Fd  never  write  myfelf  Spinfter  more-—-  Adie®  Mon- 
fi'cr*  . .  \  {Exit  Arab. 

Riot.  Adieu  Virgin -  In  Love  with  thee!  no,  Arabella , 

ho,  my  Brute  calls  for  Enjoyment*  I  have  a  mind  to  you,  as 
a  Man  may  have  to  a  handfom  Borfe  or  a  fine  Houfe  $  but 
if  you  are  not  to  be  Purchas’d,  why  your  Virtue  is  a  Bubble 
to  your  Pride*  and  Money  a  worfe  Bawd  than  Nature,  that’s 
al— — -  What  pity  ’tis  that  Woman-can*c  find  the  Way  to 

[  Pointing  to  his  IVife , 

Enter  Cynthia. 

Heav’n :  Has  fne  no  Confcicnce  to  flick  foerernally  to  one? — • 
So  Madam,  how  did  your  Monkey  reft  1  aft  Night  ?— —  What 
a  pious  Praying  Face  is  there?- —  Oh !  you  han’t  finiflfid  your 
Devotions,  I  won’t  difturb  you - -  {Going, 

Cynth.  Pray,  Sir,  ftay.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  unwor¬ 
thily?  If  my  Crimes  are  not  paft  Cure,  let  me  know  ’em,  and 

Pll  endeavour  to  amend -  ’tis  the  induftrious  Labour  of  my 

Life  to  pleafe  you - - 

Riot,  It  may  be  in  your  Inclination;  but  ’cis  not  in  your 
Power.  ' 

Cynth,  How  have  I  difoblig’d  you  ? 

Riot.  I  don't  like  you. 

Cynth .  You  marry *d  me. 

Riot,  Ay,  pox  omt,  'tis  upon  Record^  let  the  Govern¬ 
ment  give  the  Parfons  a  Power  to  Un-noofe,  their  Wigeons, 
in  fix  Months  well  lay  a  Fine  down,  for  our  Liberty,  (hall 

pay  the  Debts  of  the  Nation -  To  be  plain,  Cynthia ,  l 

never  was  very  Fond  of  thee*  - -  I  marry ’d  thee  for  thy 

SouPs  fake——  yet  I  can  t  fay  I  abfolutdy  hate  thee  5  no,  l 
dare  look  on  thee,  take  thee  by  thy  Hand,  fleep  in  the  fame 
Houfe -  and  fometimes  in  the  fame  Bed— — 

Cynth,  If  you  can’t  love  me,  'tis  hard  you  fhou’d  defpife  me. 

Riot,  Defpife  thee!  no,  no,  thou  art  a  good  piece  of  Family 
Furniture,  yet  thou  flioudft  not  always  wear  thy  Husband liks 

rhy  Wedding-Ring,  ’tis  not  fafhionable* - 

.  -  C  2  '  Cynth, 
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Cynth .  Ungraceful  as  you  are,  you  know  my  Afte&ion  is 
yet  ftronger  than  my  Duty —  I  wear  my  Marriage-Ring  around 
my  Heart,  ’tis  there  the  Emblem  of  my  never-dying  Faith  and 
Love.  -  .  ,  ' 

Riot .  Tis  a  Conjurer’s  Circle  ;  the  Devil  without,  and  Art 
Magic  within  - -  a  fort  of  Orthodox  Inchanrment. 

Cynth .  Come,  Sir,  leave  this  common  Place-Raillerv  upon 

Marriage -  3 tis  poor — -  every  pitiful  Ape  of  a  Libertine  is 

full  of  it — — .  Let  me  (peak  to  your  Judgment,  I  know  you 

have  Reafon  when  you  pleafe  to  ufe  it -  Since  I  may  not 

hope  to  regain  your  deprav’d  Defires —  to  becomes  pleafing 
Wife,  let  me  at  lead  be  thought  an  agreeable  Companion,  a  fer- 
viceablc  Friend 

Riot .  Ay,  now  you  fpeak$  and  will  you  not  be  Jealous? 

Cynth .  Ill  be  obedient  to  my  Fortune—  I  will  not  urge, 
with  one  unwelcome  Word,  your  Shame — • ’Tis  mine,  and  111 
conceal  it—  If  your  Heart  has  made  a  Choice  more  worthy* 
I  forgive  it —  Purfue  your  Pleafures — •  Drive  without  a  Rein 
your  Paflions —  I  am  the  Miftrefs  of  my  own  Mind,  that  fhall 
not  mutiny—  If  I  retrieve  you,  I  (hall  be  thankful—  if  not, 
you  are  and  mu  ft  be  ftill  my  Lord. 

Riot3  I’ll  try  how  far  this  Fool’s  palfivc  Duty  wou’d  oblige 

her;  \afidef\ -  This  may  do,  but  don’t  talk  on*t> -  and 

if  I  brought  home  a  Leveret,  you  wou’d  ftiow  her  to  her  Ap- 
partment,  lock  the  Door,  keep  your  Chamber,  and  notap- 
>  pear  but  when  you  are  call’d  to  prefide  at  Table,  or  fo - 

Cynth .  You  (hall  not  keep  a  Servant  more  obedient. 

Riot .  And  if  I  fhou’d  really  bring  home  a  Miftrefs  — — • 

Cynth.  You  are  Mailer  of  your  Houfe. 

Riot.  If  there  ftiould  be  one  already  in  the  Houfe. 

Cynth.  Fat  me  to  the  fevereft  Proof. 

Riot.  Well  Paid,- — —  I  fhall  find  Bufinefs  for  you -  You 

nuift  know  I  like  your  Kinfwoman - 

Cynth .  HcW! 

Riot.  I  have  a  mind  to  her$ -  but  (he  is  fo  untoward,  fo 

pcevilh,  and  fo  cold : - -  Now  one  Woman  with  another  may 

do  more  than  twenty  Men: -  Look  ye,  if  you  wou’d  afli  ft 

me  here  you  might  prove  your  fclf  a  ferviceahle  Friend. 

>  Cynth.  Sir,  this  is  Brutal  — -  Barbarous 


Riot, 
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Riot .  Relaps’d  into  Wife  already— — very  Wife— — -  Why, 
Madam,  you  fee  I  don’t  go  out  of  the  Family— —  X  don’t 

wander  out  of  the  Blood - Come,  come,  this  will  juiiflieche 

Truth  of  your  Pretentions. 

Cvnth.  You  are  a  very  Tyrant,  and  my  Obedience,  like  Wa¬ 
ter  flung  upon  a  raging  Fire,  only  inflames  your  Follies - - 

[£  xit  Cynthia . 

Riot.  Letme  fee$  Why  do  I ufe  this  Woman  thus  horribly? 
She  had,  when  I  marry ’d  her,  a  good  flock  of  Mony  and 
Beauty,  both  which  (he  facrific’d  to  me,  as  to  the  Grave  or  the 

Seas,  without  the  hopes  of  a  Return -  What  then - ’tis 

not  Gratitude  but  Reftraint,  and  Failing  that  fees  the  edge  of 

our  Stomach  >  She  has  given  me  All - *  Aye - that  All’s 

the  Devil — •  my  Defires  are  fatisfied,  and  I  have  not  a  Drachm 

of  Expectation  left -  Fancy  governs  the  Blood - and 

when  the  Imagination  is  cloy’d,  Reafon  is  a  Slave  to  Appetite — . 

the  defpotic  Ruler  of  our  Souls  and  Bodies - -  Now  Cynthia 

is  always  the  fame  Tune,  the  fame  ObjeCt,  the  fame  Difli - • 

that  is,  the  fame  Woman,  - - How  now,  Jack  ? 

Enter  Volatil. 

Vol.  Mufing—  What  very  weighty  Trifle  is  it  that  makesyou 
Think  ? 

Riot.  My  Wife,  ihe  has  been  fetting  my  Confcience  at  me. 

Vol.  I  met  her  in  Tears,  a  Pearl  or  two  ftole  away  as  (lie 
pafs’d  by  me}  but  what  is  the  Occafion? 

Riot.  Why,  (he  found  my  Mind  out  of  Tune,  and  ihe  wou’d 

undertake,  forfooth,  to  make  Mufick  of  me- -  sTis  as  naufe- 

ous  to  be  oblig’d,  as  to  oblige,  againft  one’s  Inclinations - 

Vol.  You  can’t  be  angry  with  her  for  endeavouring  to  be¬ 
come  agreeable  to  you,  _ 

Riot.  But!  am,  Sir - I  hate  to  bc^rramm’d - ThoT  think 

I  have  now7  given  her  a  fufcftantial  Proof  I  don’c  Doat}  I  have 
told  her  my  Defign  upon  her  Kiniwoman— — 

Vol.  Very  good,  r  ' 

Riot.  Nay,  I  went  farther -  For  the  Wench  feeming  a 

little  obftinate  and  harden’d  in  her  Virtue,  I  propos’d  that  Ihe 
fhou’d  niollifie  and  mould  her  for  me. 

Vol.  Ay,  make  ufe  of  the  Handycrafc  of  her  Sex - -  Ala- 

mode  de  Erocureffe 5  or  io  i  and  ihe  confented  - - - 

*  Riot . 
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Riot.  No,  Faith,  it  went  piaguily  againft  her  Stomach,  and 
^ife  parted;  and  this  was  all  the  Bufinefs  that  wet  her  Cheeks 
and  ruffled  my  Forehead. 

Vol.  You  have  a  mind  to  be  firangled  in  your  Sleep. 

Riot.  Since  die  can  giye  me  no  Satisfadion, propria  'Verfovd, 
*tis  her  Duty  as  a  Hcfp-meet. 

Vol.  Some  Women  woud  tear  your  Miftrefs’s  Eyes  out,  or 

prelent  you  with  her  Nofe. 

Riot.  Ay,  but  my  Lamb  has  no  Paffion  j  (he  is  fo  tame,  no 
urging  can  raife  her  to  a  fpark  of  Fire. 

VoL  In  how  falfe  a  Mirror  you  behold  that  Woman — -  (he 
does  really  want  a  little  Bitternefs  of  Spirit  to  correct  the  Sweet¬ 
ness  of  her  Difpoiition  j  her  Blood  is  too  oily  and  fmooth — - 

Riot.  Right!  a  hot  Word  or  two  now  and  then  wou’d  ftir 

one  a  little — -  She  is  aslnfipid  as  dead  Dyet-Drink - —  No 

more  on’t,  this  Subjed  too  is  taftlefs— —  Where’s  your  Knight? 
What  was  his  Bufinefs  ? 

Vol.  My  good  Friend,  Sir  Trijlrum  *  the  moft  fenfible  old 
Fellow  I  ever  met  with. 

Riot.  How!  .  ~~ 

Vo! .  He  fpeaks  diredly  to  our  Paffion§ -  There’s  no  de¬ 

nying  our  Convidion,  when  he  argues  — — - 

Riot.  Wonderful  - - 

Vol.  Sir,  lays  he,  the  People  report  you  Valiant*,  for  my 

fake  be  a  Coward - -  You  never  took  a  Blow,  therefore  I 

beg  you’ll  be  Beat:  -  I  think  it  for  the  Credit  of  our  Fami¬ 

ly  that  my  Nephew  break  your  Head:  Then,  with  four  Ounces 
of  his  Aurum  Falminans ,  look  ye,  he  blew  up  my  Refolution 
in  a  moment. - — 

Riot.  Gold - .  HI  not  believe  it. 

Vol.  Perifti  then  in  thy  Infidelity! 

Riot.  Does  the  old  Fool  think  that  Courage  too  is  to  be 

Purchas’d  ? 

Vol.  Why  not,  as  well  as  a  Regiment  or  a  Red  Coat? - 

You  don't  imagine  the  old  Gentleman  defigns  he  (hall  wear  his 

Valour  every  Day -  No--  no--  ’tis  by  way  of  Surtout 

only,  to  flip  on  in  a  Storm- — —  Believe  me,  Riot,  the  deluding 
images  of  our  Sleep  are  not  generally  falfer  than  fuch  Appear¬ 
ances  to  our  waking  Eyes:  all  are  A&ors  ’till  we  hop  off 

this  Stage  into  the  next  — . »  then  we  undrefs- . 
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Riot .  We  are  under  a  neceflity  to  be  Hypocrites'  —  -  How 
odd  it  wou’d  look  to  go  naked  in  a  Country  where  every  Bo¬ 
dy  wears  deaths  ?  " 

VoL  I  think  my  Lady  Cerufe  no  more  remembers  her  own 
Face,  than  the  worthy  Peer  her  Husband  when  he  (poke 
Truth  lafi. 

Riot .  How  fihou’d  they  ?  She  never  kept  her  Complexion, 
nor  my  Lord  his  Word,  two  Days  together— - — 

VoL  So  that  between  ’em  they  make  a  ^Picture  of  the  moll 
fin  cere  Soul  and  Body. 

Riot.  Then  why  fhou’d  not  young  Cafh  buy  his  Courage? 
Lord  Foppington  purchas’d  his  Barony. 

VoL  Will  you  fee  the  young  Academick  make  his  Entrance 
i’th’ School  of  Courage?  ^ 

Riot .  I’ll  follow  you  in  half  an  Hour. 

VoL  What!  Cynthia  is  to  have  another  Leflon— —  I  admire 
thee  for  thy  plain  Dealing. 

Riot.  To  my  Wife--—  Right,  my  defire  of  Liberty  is  not 
perfonated. 

VoL  Yet  methinks  your  Averfion  is  fo  unreafonable,  it  looks 
like  Affedlation.  You  wou’d  not  be  a  Cuckold. — 

Riot .  No .  I  fhou’d  look  awkardly  with  Horns .  Her 

Virtue  will  fecure  that  Point. 

VoL  If  that  too  fiiou’d  be  taken  up*  and  fupported  only  by 
her  Vanity. 

Riot.  Then  (he  is  a  Martyr  to  her  Folly:  ’Tis  equal  to  me 
whether  her  Pride  or  her  Virtue  keeps  her  Honcft. 

VoL  Ah!  they  often  wear  their  Pride,  like  their  Lawn  Hoods, 
to  incite  our  Defires  j  it  makes  the  Skin  look  fo  white-—  be- 
fides,  the  Diftance  adds  to  the  Beauty  of  the  Profped. 

Women  like  Landchapes  arey  and  the  moft  Coyi 

The  Niceft  only  bejt  deceive  the  Eye 

Well  Jhadow'd  they  look  Gay  in  diftant  Light , 

But  very  few  oan  bear  the  nearer  Sight.  [Exeunt 
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ACT  IL  SCENE  II. 


SCENE  Sir  Tripums  Houfe. 


E?Uer  Teraminta  and  Aurelia. 


Aur. 


Teraminta^  muft  Horatio  dye? 


Blood 


Ter .  He  muft,  my  Friend,  the  clamorous  Cry  of 


Pierces  the  tuneful  Spheres  5  and  angry  Heav’n, 

Like  a  hard  Creditor,  demands  his  Due. 

Aur .  Then  both  are  flain,  each  by  the  other’s  Hand  * 
For  my  Horatio  but  furvives  thy  Valentine , 

To  tafte  the  bitternefs  of  Shame  and  Thought. 

•Oh  foolifti  Honour,  oh  fantaftick Pride: 


IsDeath  the  Price  of  each  intemp’rate  Word, 
Which  Wine,  or  Heat,  or  Jealoulie  might  urge? 
Oh  barbarous  Cuftom,  which  the  Bafe  alone 
Elude  - while  oft  the  truly  Great  and  Brave 


Obey  thyMagick  Laws,  and  rafhly  run 
To  purchafe  Honour  with  Eternal  Shame. 

Ter .  Yes,  my  Aurelia, ,  the  laft  fetting  Sun 
Beheld  us  blcfs’d*  happy  in  mutual  Love, 

And  fwect  Content,  the  Harmony  of  Souls* 

But  ah!  he  never  rofe  again  to  chear  us: 

Then  let  us  greedily  indulge  our  Grief, 

And  nurfe  Defpair^  yet  you  may  hope,  Aurelia , 

For  Hope  Hill  lives  while  thy  Horatio  lives. 

Aur.  Your  Uncle’s  Intereft  yet  may  fave  his  Life,  . 
For  Royal  Mercy  fteps  between  the  Law, 

And  blunts  its  Edge — •  Yes,  he  has  promis’d  too, 

To  ufe  it  all — •  If  you  confent  he  Lives. 

Ter .  Yes,  he  may  live,  Aurelia — But,  juft  Heav’n, 
Upon  what  Terms*  if  I  confent  to  Wed 
The  Murtherer  of  my  Love,  e’re  yet  his  Wounds 
Are  cold-,  while  yet  his  bleeding  Image  fwims 
In  my  diftradfed  Brain - -  Wou’d  not  his  Spirit 
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His  injur’d  Ghoft,  burft  all  the  Bars  of  Fate, 
And  blaft  us  at  the  Altar  — - • 


Aur . 
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Awr.  I  find  my  Friendship  conquer’d  by  my  Love, 
x  While  my  poor  Heart  beats  hard  to  fave  Horatio. 

Oh  fave  him,  let  not  the  devouring  Grave 
Take  all- — —I  willingly  refign  my  Right. 

Ter .  Horatio  will  not  purchafe  Life  fo  dear. 

You  too  wou’d  then  forget  him  5  cr  with  Scorn 
Behold  us  both  a  wretched  Perjur'd  Pair. 

Aur.  Ah  no,  with  juft  lubmiffion  to  my  Fate 
Ill  vifit  yoti  fometimesj  I  ll  call  you  Sifter* 

I  if  be  content  to  hear  Horatio3  s  well, 

And  if  fome  filent  Drops  fteal  unawares  ‘ 

Down  my  pale  Cheeks;  believe  'em  Tears  of  Joy 

To  fee  you  both  are  happy — - - 

Ter.  No  more  5  my  Uncle  comes- — - 

Enter  Sir  Triftrum. 

Sir  Trijl.  What,  always  lowring-*  rainy  Weather  ftill,  my 

Wenches - come  clear  up,  clear  up - Horatio  (hall  live. 

Niece - Ay,  he  (hall - what,  he  kill’d  him  fairly  ^  but  you 

muft  be  Married  to  him  Teramintar  youmuft,  Huftey  *  he  is  a 
very  pretty  Fellow,  with  a  good  2000 1.  a  Year. 

Ter.  If  you  confider’d,  Sir, - how  bafe,  how  low - 

Sir  Trifi.  What,  give  me  none  of  your  fine  Speeches  $  I  have 

confider’  d,  and  I  do  confider - .you  headftrong  Baggage,  to 

tell  me  of  confidering  :  Lookee  Aurelia  will  lofe  nothing  by 
the  Bargain,  for  (lie  (hall  have  Bob ,  and  Bob  is  as  pretty  a  Fel¬ 
low  as  Horatio  5  and  when  I  go  off  the  Stage,  Ill  leave  him 
a  few  Bags  to  play  with - 1  wili¬ 

er.  Your  Scale  oflntereft,  Sir,  goes  falfe  in  Love, 

Love’s  a  Coeleftial  Fire - — a  Genial  Spark 

Struck  from  that  Soul,  which  animates  the  Globe, 

And  with  Contempt  beholds  your  Earth  born  Gold, 

The  God  of  Fools,  and  hireling  Too!  of  Knaves  - - — 

Sir  Trifi.  Very  pretty - la  Romans ki - — mow  Pox  on 

the  Fools  that  firit  taught  Women  to  Write  and  Read  • 

thele  Romances  and  Novels  fpoi!  all  our  Children - Your 

Poetical  Scriblers  would  make  all  the  World  Madmen  and 

Lovers — - why  you  are  both  Mad,  Lunatick,  touched  in 

the  Brain;  why,  what  Aurelia ,  wou'd  you  have  a  fine  Gentle¬ 
man  here,  and  2000/.  a  Year  flung  away,  only  becauie  you 

can't  content  to  part  with  him - As  tor  that  Gilflirt,  Ill 
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make  her  obey  my  Commands,  or  HI  break  her  ftubborn 
Heart. 

Aur.  I  know  Horatio  never  will  confenr, 

He  cannot,  dare  not  buy  his  Life  fo  dear: 

For  Truth  and  he  are  one*  our  Vows  are  feal’d 
And  regifter’d  in  Heav’n — - 

Sir  Trijl .  Good  again—  — Regifter’d - I'll  try  that,  lookee 

if  he  does  not  confent,  ’tis  no  Match; - -but  the  young  Fel¬ 

lows  of  this  Age,  Madam,  are  generally  of  Complexions  too 
Sanguine  to  dye  for  Love:  Ay,  they  11  tell  you  a  thoufand 
pretty  things  which  they  no  more  Defign,  and  you  poor 
Chickens  believe  every  Word  •  well,  well,  enjoy  your  Fools 
Paradice - -Dream  on,  I  ll  wake  you  bot  I  warrant ;  this  Af¬ 

ternoon  I’ll  vifit  Horatio ,  and  bring  you  his  Refclution: 
You’ll  find  his  Flefts  will  get  the  better  of  his  Spirit;  in  the 
meantime  turn  the  Courfe  of  your  Tears,  it  fpoils  your  Eyes 
and  your  Complexions  horribly,  horribly,  Children.  1  '[Exit. 

Ter.  Oh  my  Aurelia ,  let  our  Sorrows  join, 

Mingle,  my  Friend,  thy  focial  Tears  with  mine: 

Yes  Halentine^  thefe  Springs  fhall  ever  flow, 

’Tis  all  the  Tribute  I  can  pay  thee  now. 

Aur.  Magnificent  in  pompous  Grief  we’ll  mourn,  ~ 

While  each  alternately  her  Lover’s  Urn,  C 

With  baleful  Yew  andCyprefs,  (hall  adorn.  ^ 

SCENE  Ili  Riot’s  Houfe. 

Enter  Cynthia  and  Arabella. 

Cynth.  Tell  me,  Arabella ,  what  fhall  I  do  with  this  unto¬ 
ward  Husband  of  mine  ?  How  (hall  I  mend  him  ? 

A'ab.  ’Tis  impofiible - your  Advice  falls  like  Water  thro’ 

a  Sieve - -Indeed  I  never  could  read  that  the  Charms  of  a 

Womar/s  Eloquence  ever  had  any  mighty  Force,  when  thofe 
of  her  Perfon  were  expir’d,  in  the  Eyes  of  her  Lover  I  mean; 
you  may  as  well  perfwade  a  Man  to  Dance  that  has  loft  the 
ufe  of  his  Limbs. 

Cynth .  Sure  neither  my  Glafs,  nor  my  Vanity  deceive  me, 
when  I  think  my-felf  not  difagreeable. 

Arab .  That  wou’d  be  owned  by  your  Rival— —but  he  has  a 
Green  Sicknefs  Appetite,  and  delight?  in  Chalk  and  Oatmeal, 
when  he  may  have  wholfom  Food.  Cynth. 
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Cynth.  I  wou’d  rcdore  him  by  Indulgence,  allure  him  back 
by  Obligations :  lure  his  Soul  is  not  lo  obdurate,  but  Grati¬ 
tude  mud  make  fome  Impreftions. 

Arab.  His  vicious  Blood  is  now  abfolute  Monarch  of  hh 
Soul  and  Body  too  5  all  the  Faculties  of  his  Mind,  as  well  as 
his  Limbs,  are  the  little  Cringing  Miniftry,  the  Slaves  that 
ferve  his  unlawful  Ochres*  thirty  or  forty  Years  hence  perhaps 
there  may  be  a  Revolution,  that  is,  when  this  Heat  is  boird 
off,  and  his  Fears  are  become  flronger  than  his  Ochres,  he 
may  repent  of  his  Crimes  to  Heav’n  and  you. 

Cynth .  Oh  how  he  fwore,  and  figh’d,  and  loved,  and  vowed, 
when  firft  he  courted  me ! 

Arab.  Like  enough — —nay,  I  believe  he  did*  but  if  you 
wou’d  have  made  him  conftant,  you  fhou’d  hill  have  kept 
him  at  your  Feet. 

.  Loves  a  Chameleon  and  mnft  feed  on  Airy 
It  fur fe its  when  it  comes  to  gr offer  Fare> 

as  Suckling  fays:  Superhition  is  painted  blind,  ’eis  Ignorance 
makes  Bigots — — If  we  wou’d  have  the  I^liows  ptsy>  we 
mu  ft  keep  cm  Fading — - — 

Cynth.  What  fort  of  a  Devotee  is  Mr.  Rioty  Cbufin?  I 
know  you  are  his  prefent  Deity. 

Arab.  He  makes  Love,  as  a  fturdy  Beggar  asks  Alms; 
that  is,  he  looks  as  if  he  wou’d  knock  one  down  if  one  did 
not  Confine. 

Cynth.  Then  he  is  not  the  politeft  W orfhipper. 

Arab.  Ah  no,  rough,  brutal,  favage,  without  any  Ceremo¬ 
ny  *  he  Galls  for  the  lad  Courfe  firft. 

Cynth.  Do  you  love  me,  Kbnfwoman  ? 

Arab.  Don’t  mock  my  poor  Heart,  Cynthia.  Wild  as  it  is, 
it  cannot  wrong  my  Friendfhip  —  But  lofing  Gamefters,  and 
Jealous  Lovers,  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Cynth ,  You  wrong  me,  I  am  not  Jealous,  fo  far  from  it,  I 
wou’d  have  you  love  my  Husband - - 

Arab .  Love  him  !  How? 

Cynth,  As  I  do,  with  a  Refolution  to  fucrifice  your  felf 
and  your  Defires  to  him. 

Arab.  This  Sufpicion  is  a  Safe* born  Brat,  and  will  infeft  the 
pured  Blood.  I  (hall  forget  I  knew  you*  you  make  me  angry. 
Come  Coufin ,  don’t  let  this  Yellow  Jaundice  corrupt  your 
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Rcafon :  He  fhall  foonei  leave  a  Spot  on  the  Sun  than  my  Virtue. 

Cynth.  I  know  it,  my  Dear  -  yet  fuch  were  his  Com¬ 
mands  to  me,  and  I  implicitly  obey  his  Orders  -* - 

Arab .  Your  Pray’rs  and  Tears  will  bring -the  Refugee  home 

at  lad  ;  if  nor5  you  muft  forget  him - 

Cynth .  in  order  to  that  End,  Arabella,  I  intreat  you  feem  to 
give  Encouragement  to  his  Defires  *  flatter  his  Hopes  a  little; 
i  have  my  Regions  for  it,  and  I  beg  it  of  you.  - 

Arab.  This  is  playing  with  Fine;  I  (hall  have  you  break  out. 
Cynth .  Impoffible  f  but  if  he  ftill  addreffes  you,  let  me  know 
it;  1  have  form’d  a  Project  that  may  turn  to  the  Advantage  of 
us  both  —  Ask  not  my  Plot  beforehand  —  But  fee  he  comes. 

"  [Exit  Cynthia. 

Enter  Riot. 

Riot..  How  now*  Ladies-- -  What  Confultation  were 

you  two  upon?  Ambitioufly  extending  the  Borders  of  your 
Petticoats  *  or  penurioufly  narrowing  the  Muffin  of  your 
Heads,  ’till  you  look  like|  the  Sign  of  the  Sugar-Loaf  with  a 
little  White  on'  Top,  and  rife  to  a  Point  like  a  Pyramid. 

Arab .  No  Sir,  *we  were  upon  Matrimony,  and  it  was  carry ’d 
Nemine  Contradieente ,  that  it  was  wholly  unnatural  to  fee  a 
Bruicifh  Husband  without  Horns. 

Riot,  And  you  were  perfuadingmy  Wife  tp  Cuckold  me? 
Arab .  With  all  my  Might.  /’  *  . 

Riot .  Thus  l  pay  my  Thanks  [ Kifftng  her .]  Prithee  do  the 
good  Office  on  both  ficies,  and  help  me  to  Cuckold  her  in  Re¬ 
turn  - Gad  thou  art  a  glorious  Girl  [Kifftng  herj]  as  foft, 

as  round,  as  beautiful,  and  ripe  as  a  Peach. 

Arab.  Hold,  hold,  .you’re  for  making  a  Purchafe  before  you 
have  paid  your  Debts;  fatisfie  your  Lawful  Creditor  firft,  and 
if  you  have  any  ready  Mony  afterwards,  Pll  treat  with  you. 

Riot .  You  wou’d  trick  me  into  Hontrty,  and  lay  me,  as  they 
fay  Witches  do  the  Devil,  by  commanding  Impoffibilities* 

Arab.  Why,  my  Coufin  has  Charms. 

Riot.  Like  Medufa* s  Head,  (he  turns  me  to  Stone  when  I  fee 

her  - - But  the  young  fporcing  Cupids  in  your  Eyes  give  me 

New  Life - warm  all  the  active  Spirits  in  my  Blood  — - 

and  make  ’em  Dance  thro’  my  Veins'  like  generous  Burgundy  — 
Come,  come,  what  a  Buftle  is  here  with  this  foolifli  Chaftity  : 
lave  it  for  a  Husband  ?  - — — ’tis  not  Fafhionable  — - ‘be¬ 

sides,  ’tis  the  word  thing  in  the  World  to  keep 


Arab . 
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Arab .  But  my  Reputation  —  the  World  —  the  detra&ing 

Town - I  (hall  be  ferv’d  up  for  the  Diverfion  of  Prudes  at 

Tea-Tables  and  Afiemblies*— — •  for  tbo’  there  is  a  Vertuous 
Pride  in  defpifing  malicious  Tongues  when  one  is  innocent 
yet  to  have  one’s  Name  run  a  Circle  of  Scandal,  and  be  Con¬ 
scious  we  merit  it — * —  Oh !  ’tis  not  to  be  born  - - I  grant 

this  is  a  very  modcft,  reafonable  Requeft - -  yet  good  Sir, 

follicit  me  no  more  now - Pocket  up  your  Paflion  and  your 

Impprtunity  — -  They  are  neither  of ’em  fb  violent  to  break  Pnfon. 

Riot.  Oons,  but  they  are — .you  provoking,  prating  Baggage. 
I’ll  Ravifh.  '  .  yl 

Arab .  Barbarous  !  That’s  (booting  your  Game,  when  the 

fair  Hunt’s  before  you  — - How  do  you  know  but  I  may 

prove  frail?  ~  -  - 

Riot.  Then  I  (hall  have  the  Pleafure  of  forcing  you  to  your 
Satisfa&ion.  (  Here,  wear  this  Diamond,  it  will  become  thy 
Finger,  wear  it,  and  let  my  Wife  ftare  her  Eyes  out  upon’t. 

Arab .  Bribery  too,  well  I’ll  ftudy  to  be  grateful. 

Riot ,  Now  then  my  Charmer,  now,  let  us  give  a  Loofc  to 
Love  and  warm  Delires  —  let  us  at  once,  unyok’d  from  ferviie 
Form  and  Cuftom,  plunge  into  Joys,  Raptures,  Extafies, 

- ..  Which  tho  they  but  a  Moment  lafiy 

Give  us  of  Immortality  a  Tajte . 

Arab.  Held - hold - Sir  Hercules $  remember  you  have 

a  Wife. 

Riot.  Oh,  no  Bug-Words.  : 

Arab.  A  Vertuous  one  5  I  cannot  conquer  yet  fome  fcolifh 

Qualms  of  Honour,  Frienbfliip,  Gratitude, . —  but  they 

may  yield  in  Time,  and  you  may  hope.  Adieu.  [Exit  Arab. 

Riot,  [alone Fare w el - —  I  had  rather  be  a  Gally-Slave 

than  a  Lover-,  now  has  (lie,  like  an  artful  Coquet,  lighted  up 
all  my  Animal  Spirits:,  and  is  her  felfas  cold  Ice.  So  have  1 
feen  a  Fcl!ow  of  Phlegm,  and  cold  Blood,  talk  his  Adverfary 
into  a  Pailion,  and  when  he  has  trick’d  him  out  of  his  Reafon, 

play  upon  his  Underftanding - Pox  on’t,  I’ll  drink  away 

the  Thoughts  of  her, 

'Drive  from  my  boiling  Blood  this  foolijh  Toy , 

And  in  brisk  Bourdeaux  drown  the  Am'rous  Boy . 


SCENE 


S  C  E  N  If  III.  The  Street.  : 

Enter  Sir  Triftrtim,  Toting  Cafli  and  Spit  fire. 

Sir  Trft.  Nephew — -Nephew  Bob - don’t  betray  your 

fclfby  your  Looks,  or  your  Difcourfe,  Sirrah - Vis  a  great 

deal  of  Mony  I  have  laid  out  to  accomplifii  you - remember 

Volaiii  is  your  Man,  affront  no  body  but  him. 

Y.  Cafth.  111  affront  whom  I  pleafe,  Uncle,  and  I  ll  be  civil 
to  whom  I  pleafe — —Cut  no  Bams  here,  old  Gentleman- — I 
am  intirely  free  from  the  Prejudice  of  Education  and  Prieft- 
crafe,  as  young  Dare-Devil  fays - 

Sir  Trft.  Then  the  grave  Dons  will  fay  you’re  both  a  Dunce 
and  an  Atheift,  Sirrah— —but  I  think  a  little  Spice  of  Infidelity 
fits  fmartly  upon  a  young  Fellow. 

Y.  Cafi.  Sir,  I  will  wear  my  Faith,  my  Reafon  and  my 
Cloaths  in  the  neweft  Cut. 

Sir  Trift.  Dofb,  you  young  Heretical  Rogue,  you  do  [The  Boy 
hasFire*  ay,  this  is  Life,  Spirit , Soul. Butput  ona  litdeCou- 
rage  too,  do  Bob,  it  may  now  and  then  defend  your  Opinion  * 
better  than  your  i^rguments — — I’ve  known  many  an  honefl 
Fellow  beat  out  of  the  Truth  by  an  obflinate  Scoundrel,  the 
Strength  of  whofe  Reafon  lay  only  in  his  Wrift  *  therefore. 
Bob'  you  muff  fight,  that  is,  People  muft  think  you  dare  fight. 

Y.  C $Jk.  But  how  are  you  fare  now  I  (han’t  get  my  Throat 
cut  about  this  Bufmcfs  ?  have  you  made  your  Bargain  wifely— - 
If  I  fihould  be  whip’d  thro’  the  Lungs,  and  left  with  my  Mouth 
©pen  upon  my  Back - ha - 

Sir  Trift.  I  cell  you,  Bob ,  Ihave  purchafedit,  bought  it,  paid 
for  it,  Vis  Gur  Bargain,  as  far  as  a  broken  Head  goes,  or  foj  he 
is  oblig’d,  Mufter  up  as  much  Refolution  only  as  may  make  you 
Talk  and  Look  like  a  Man,  and  Vis  done— then  he  is  fworn  to 
Secrecy - How  now,  what  fort  of  anfEquipagc  have  we  here? 

Y.  Cafth .  Sir,  he  is  a  Man  of  Honour  and  my  Umbra*  laft 
Night  accidentally  I  found  this  Pocket- Piflol,  ramming  himfelf 

with  Gunpowder  at  a  *Derby  Ale-houfe - We  agreed  in  our 

Politicks  and  our  Morals,  I  pay’d  his  Club,  and  we  are  Hand 

and  Glove— - He  is  as  flout  as  Her  cutes,  and  I  have  cho- 

kn  him  for  my  Second* - 

Spit  ft  Sir,  your  moft  Obedient:  I  can  only  fay,  that  I 

may  fay  with  Cceftar ,  I  wonder  what  Fear  is - Truth  is,  this 

Spirit 
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Spirit  of  mine  has  but  a  fcurvy  Tenement— ~  ’tis  cramp’d  up 

in  a  fort  of  Little- Eafe - -But  iLwill,  it  (hall  break  out,  take 

it’s  flight  after  feme  Immortal  Action - - And  if  it  Tranf- 

migrates,  I  hope  the  next  time  "twill  chufe  a  better  Lodging. 

Y.  Cajh.  Ah  that’s  fine,  Uncle,  don’t  you  admire  that - 

Spitfire ,  be  near  me  in  the  Aclion,  Spitfire — - - *  Ah,  if  you 

did  but  know  what  Virtue  refides  in  this  Shrub  here,  this  Inch 

and  a  half - -Why  there’s  the  Soul  of  a  Giant  inhabits  this 

Tenement  of  a  Pigmy— — - — 

Spiff .  I  am  ready  to  Tap  all  the  Blood  in  my  Veins  to  ferve  you. 

Sit  Trifi.  And  that  is  not  enough  to  gb/c  a  Flea  a  Supper — * 
Thou  art  a  very  prdumptuous  Pepper  Corn,  a  Grain  of  Gun¬ 
powder — — 

Spiff.  Mr.  Volatil  fhall  perform  hb  Contract  punctual¬ 
ly, - Or  he  (hall - -Do  ye  mind  mej  board  upon  thisSword; 

he  fhall  Eat  it  to  a  Dagger- - — 

Sir  ' trifl .  No,  no - Dear  ‘Dapper ,  don’t  trouble  thy  He- 

roick  Soul  about  it  j  od’s,  my  Life,  he  wou’d  fwallow  thee  like 
a  Loach  or  the  Yolk  of  an  Egg  in  a  Glafs  of  Sack.  Nephew, 
this  is  the  Houfe,  remember  my  InftruCtions*,  I  muft  vifit  He- 
ratio ,  make  up  a  little  Bufinefs  i  have  with  him,  and  then  I’ll 
fee  you  again.  [ Exit  Sir  Trifl. 

Y.  Cafh.  Come  along  Spitfire  —  I  wifii  this  Bufinefs  was 
well  over — Yet  now  I  chink  on’t,  we  muft  Charge  firft,ay,we 
will  fortifie  with  two  Bottles  of  Brooks  and  Helhar — and  then. 

Spiff  And  then - The  Town’s  our  own,  Squire  ^ — - - 

All  our  own- - —  \Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  IV.  A  Room  in  a  Tavern. 

Hazard,  Volatil  and  Riot,  drinking . 

Haz.  "Tis  unreafonable  tho’  a  Man  can’t  have  the  Privilege 
of  ruining  himfelf  out  of  the  Virge  of  the  Court - - 

Vo l .  No,  honeft  Mr.  Hazard ,  private  ftealing  is  at  laft  for¬ 
bid  by  Law. 

Riot.  Well,  and  how  do  you,  ingenious  Gentlemen  of  the 
Craft,  intend  to  turi*  your  induftry,  now  the  Law  has  drawn 
your  Teeth? 

Haz.  They  are  all  provided  for,  as  their  feveral  Inclinations 
led  ’em. 

Riot. 


/ 
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Riot*.  Flow - 

Haz.  Tranflated,  Sir,  into  Stockjobbers,  Sollickers,  Many 
Scriveners,  Bailiffs,  Pawnbrokers,  Pickpockets,  Attornies  and 
Highwaymen — — 

Vol.  Thieves  ftill— ~ — the  Tranficion  is  Natural. 

Haz.  ’Tis  very  hard  tho*  to  make  a  Law  here,  as  it  were  - 
ex  pofi  Fafto ,  to  rob  a  Man  of  his  Bread  j  Sir-  1  was  born  a 
Gamefter,  a  Child  of  Fortune,  I  con’d  Cog  a  Dye  at  three 
Years  old,  imderftood  the  Grand  Slurr  before  I  cou’d  lay  my 
Nofe  upon  a  Hazard  Table ;  was  M  after  of  the  Wax  and 
Doftors  at  Fifteen,  and  before  I  came  of  Age,  cou’d  Palm, 
Cut,  Slurr,  Peep,  Top,  and  flip  the  Captain,  with  e’er  a 
Knight  in  Town  i  I  have  a  Right  to  live  by  my  Profeflion* — 

VoL  You  have  Reafon  to  be  angry,  fince  you  were  born  .to 
the  Bufinefs,  .V  •  , 

Haz. I’ll  tell  you,  Sir — Molojfus  and  I  were  found  in  a  Hand* 
basket  at  Whitehall  Gate  Twenty  Years  ago*  (Poor  MoloJfiusy 
he  was  unfortunately  hang’dj'in  Ireland ,)  begot  accidentally  in  a 
Midnight  Frolick-  I  ferv’d  in  the  Black-Guard  till  Six  Years 
old,  when  I  was  rais’d  for  my  Ingenuity,  and  a  quick  Eye,  to 

be  Servant  to  old  Vizard — —there  I  throve  Five  Years - - 

and  have  the  remaining  Nine  been  Company  for  a  Lord  5  I 
Drank,  Drefs’d,  Eat,  Play’d  and  made  Love  like  a  Man  of 
Quality — - — I  might  indeed,  out  of  the  Profits  of  my  own  ho- 
neft  Labours,  have  purchas’d  Annuities  (like  fome  of  my  Bre¬ 
thren)  and  liv’d  comfortably — - — But  I  had  always  a  great  and 

generous  Soul - *  Come  round  with  it,  Gentlemen  - - 

Toaft  about - v 


Enter  a  Servant .  ,  ' 

,  Serv .  Sir,  Mr.  Cafh  bid  me  tell  you  he  was  coming.  | 

Vol.  ’Tis  well---Gentlcmen,  this  is  a  Kinfman  of  mine,  that 
is  Heir  to  a  plentiful  Fortune,  very  much  a  Gentleman* — - 

only  of  fct  Conftitution  a  little  too  Irafcible  and  Fiery - fo 

jealous  of  his  Honour- -lie  is  fenfibie  of  Affronts  when  no  Bo-  j 
dy  elfe  perceives  ’em— 

Enter  young  Cafh  half  Drunk)  fp caking  to  Spitfire  Entring.  j 
Y .  Cafh.  Spitfire,  ftandfirmin  the  Day  of  Battel  *  I  am  ve-  • 
ry  Martially  difpos’d — This  neat  Port  isarery  valumt  Liquor —  j 
My  Uncle  was  a  Fool  to  purchafe  Valour  fo  dear, when  I  can  have 

a  full  Quart  at  anytime  for  Twenty  Pence - ■  Mr.  Volatil,  your 

moft  obedient — - — ,  .  - 
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Vol.  Kinfman,  l  am  yours*  this  is  a  Friend  of  mine,  Gentlemen. 

Y.  Ca(h.  And  this  is  a  Man  of  Honour,  and  a  Friend  of  mine  5 
fit,  Spitfire - 

Haz .  If  I  miftake  not,  Sir,  I  have  had  the  honour  to  Drink 
with  you  before. 

Y.  Cap.  It  may  be  you  have,  Sir  j  it  maybe  you  have  not,  Sir. 
Hark  ye,  fuppofe  I  Quarrel  with  him  firft.  £ To  Vol* 

VoL  As  you  pleafe —  But  thatis  altogether  out  of  our  Articles. 

Y.  Cap.  HI  give  him  fuch  a  Turn,  I  warrant  you.  \~Afide. 
You  have  been  in  my  Company,  Sir. 

Haz.  Yes,  Sir,  at  the  Tavern. 

Y.  Cap.  I  paid  your  Reckoning  then — *  — — 

Haz.  That  I  don't  remember*.  but  you  came  into  our  Room. 

Y.  Cap.  Tell  me  o’  coming  into  your  Room,  ITi  come  again 
and  again  you  are  a  Supernumerary,  or  a  Parenthefis,  that  is, 
you  are  a  fupeifluous  Perfbn. 

Haz.  You  are  very  Merry,  Sir- — - 

Y.  Cafh .  it  may  be!  am  Merry,  Sir,  it  may  be  lam  Melancholly ; 
t  it  concerns  not  you  whether  1  am  Pleafant  or  Sad  *  my  Name’s 
Robert  Cap ,  and  rhis  is  my  Friend - 

Spitf.  Yes,  and  Pll  meafure  the  juftice  of  his  Caufe  by  the 

length  of  my  Sword- - 1  hope,  to  ("peak  moeeftly,  it  will  prove 

him  in  the  right  in  every  thing  he  dares  fay - - 

Riot.  This  Sv/ord  a  Dagger  had,  its  Page — Hey  day — — 

Vol.  Be  cafy  5  remember  your  felf - - 

Y.  Cap.  I’d  remember  what  i  pleafe,  and  Pll  forget  what  I  re¬ 
member — -  Does  the  Varlet  talk  of  a  Reckoning?  What  is  it,  I’ll 
pay  it?  Does  he  think  to  terrifie  me  with  that  Tragedy-Face  ? 
He  that  affronts  me  is  the  Son  of  a  Worm, and  his  Father's  another. 

Vol.  My  Service  to  you,  Sir. 

Y.  Cap .  To  you  again—  Tell  me  o’  coming  into  his  Room-,  I 
cou’d  find  in  my  Heart  to  throw  a  Bottle— I  name  no  Body — but 
Pll  kick  any  Man  down  Stairs  that  does  not  behave  himfdf  like 
a  Gentleman  :  No  Man  (hall  pay  a  Reckoning  before  me  j  there’s  a 
Piece  for  me  and  my  Friend - -  "  . 

Riot.  The  Fellow’s  mad:  Does  he  often  miftake  thus? 

Haz.  He  depends  upon  the  privilege  of  his  Blood  >  you  are 
his  Relation. 

Y  .Cap.  I  defire  no  Privilege  *  it  matters  not  whether  I  am  akin 
to  any  Man  living  or  no. 

Vol  Come,  come,  let  me  perfuade  you. 

Y.  Cap.  You  perfuade  me-  For  what  acquaintance?  Wadi 
your  Face,  and  pay  your  Taylor.  E  Vol 
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VoL  You  want  Manners.  '  v  , 

Y.  Cap  Manner?,  Sir?  What  then,  Sir? 

Haz.  Nay,  nay,  well  bear  with  him,  Mr.  Volatile  he  has  been 
Drinking. 

VoL  I  am  calm  again - I  am  forry  you  fancy  any  Body  has  J 

offended  you-— — 

Y.  Cap.  Perhaps  you  have  offended  me*  I  don’t  fear  you,  I 
have  kick’d  as  pretty  a  Fellow. 

VoL  One  W  ord  in  private,  Sir.  jl 

Y  .Cap.  I  can  be  as  private  as  you.  Sir. 

VoL  Strike  me  a  Box  o*th’  Ear  presently.  [To  T.  Cadi  Aftde. 

Y.  Cap.  There’s  my  hand  on’t.  [Strikes  him.  .. j 

[Volatil  draws ,  Toimg  Cafn  runs  behind  Spitfire,  they  two 
draw ,  and  the  Comp tmy  interpojes . 

Spiff .  Let  him  come,  Sir,  let  him  come-—  Here  I  have  him  j 
Cart  over  Arm-—  Here  in  Terfe—  Here  in  Flanconade—  Ha,  ha.  j 

[ Fencing . 

Y.  Cap .  Let  him  call  me  to  Account,  the  Reckoning's  paid  — 
Victoria,  Victoria,  [Exeunt  Cafli  and  Spitfire.  \ 

Riot .  This  Fellow  is  too  valiant  to  be  long  liv’d. 

Haz.  He  has  a  double  Chance  for  it,  a  Sword  or  a  Halter. 

VoL  His  Courage  is  a  little  hard  mouth’d,  it  runs  away  with 
him  now  and  then  ;  we  muff  exchange  a  Thruft  or  two,  after 
bleeding  hell  be  cooler — — 

Riot.  The  young  Gentleman  has  a  mind  to  fhow  himfelf,  he  is 
juft  come  to  Town. 

VoL  Wou’d  you  have  him  Chut  up  his  Valour,  likeafinePifture, 
in  a  dark  Room?  /  v  ■  ’  ;  '  :  ' 

Riot .  *  I  is  a  Pifture  only—  Yet  he  had  better  lock  up  his  Cou-  ! 

rage  than  his  Difcretion.  Will  you  venture  a  few  Pcices  to  Night 
at  Sr.  James’s,  there  will  be  good  Play. 

VoL  1  dare  meet  ey’n  Mr.  Hazard  there—  where  he  muft  Cruft 
to  Fortune  only. 

Haz.  I  never  cou’d  do  any  thing  upon  the  Square. 

VoL  That  is,  becaufe  you  are  the  Baftards  of  Fortune,  and  are 
always  cheating  her  legitimate  Iflue - 

Haz,  Therefore  ’tis,  you  fay,  our  Mother  nfes  us  fo  hardly— 

PH  tempt  her  good  Nature  once  more - 

Riot .  Come  Volatil,  you’ll  venture  your  new  Purchafe  I  know, 
fome  of  the  old  Ufurer  s  Mony  may  be  lucky. 

V oL  The  Gold  will  ferve  its  Mafter  abfolutcly  without  referve* 

*tis  pity  that  powerful  Inftrument  of  Good  and  Evil  fliou’d  ever  | 

fall  into  vicious  Hands,  its  Government  is  fo  arbitrary- -  1 

Riot.  1 1 
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Riot.  Tis  indeed  abfolute  Lord  of  us  poor  Lunatics  below. 
Vol.  Ay,  we  may  quarrel  about  Religion  and  Liberty,  but  we 
are  Slaves  to  our  Intereft  only - -  111  tell  thee  Riot  --**■*■■* 


Fame,  Glory ,  Virtue ,  Beauty ,  Courage ,  Wit, 

To  the  reft  file fs  Charms  of  Gold  fuhmit : 

Wou'd  you  be  therefore  ValianU  Juft*  0T  Great , 

Be  Fiich  • —  Tour  Virtue  grows  with  your  Eft  ate. 
Wonder  not  then  fond  Man  does  Wealth  adore ; 

What  other  ‘Deity  Jhould  he  Implore ; 
t  If  he  is  juft  fo  Wicked  as  he s  ‘Poor  ?  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

S  C  E  N  E,  Riot’-r  Houfe. 

Enter  Arabella  and  Riot. 

T  T Onour  and  Fame,  Child,  are  very  Tyrants,  they  ufurp 
JLjL  a  Power  over  us  which  Nature  nor  Reafon  ever 
gave  ’em:  Let  us  keep  the  My  fiery  from  prophane  Eyes>  Beauty 

not  ufed  is  like  Treafure  hid  by  Mifers - 

Arab .  And  ill  ufed,  like  Mony  fquanderkl  by  Prodigals,  which 
leaves  behind  it  Shame  and  Beggary. 

Riot .  Your  Fears,  my  Dear,  are  falfe$  yes,  falfe  as  evening 
Shadows:  Your  Charms  will  flourifh  frefli  and  fweet,  as  Beds  of 
Flowers,  impregnated  with  genial  Heat  and  Rain:  Come  Child, 

come - Nay  did  you  not  promife  me? - 

Arab,.  But  your  Affe&ions  will  grow  cold,  you’ll  neglcft  me* 
after  PoflefUon  I  (hall  be  tirefom  as  an  old  Tale,  or  a  Book  that 

you  have  read  over  and  over  - - - 

Riot .  No  Faith,  I’ll  love  thee  everlaftingly  *  and  if  a  little  Brat 
fliou’d  be  peeping  into  the  World  to  tell  Tales — *  as  who  knows 
what  may  happen  upon  our  honeft  Endeavours,  Bell ,  HI  Marry 
thee  to  fome  old  rich  Dotterel!,  Father  our  Children  on  him,  and 
Love  luxurioufly. 

Arab .  Horrid  !  when  I  am  marry’d  - - 

Riot.  Oh,  there’s  no  Pleafure  like  it }  flofn  Embraces  are  ever 
fweeteft,  and  when  thou  (halt  be  aflur’d  of  two  Fathers  to  thy 
Rnv.  Twill  main*  thee  ^n^np,  more  a<q*ive?n  mv  Arms?  HI  tell  thee* 
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Arabella ,  I  fyave  the  greateft  Ambition  in  the  W orld  to  make  a 
Cuckold*  it  reiiflies  before  hand,  and  fwectens  my  Imagination— - 
Come,  my  Dear,  at  twelve  this  Evening*  nay,  no  more  Words. 
Arab .  But  you  promifed  to  pay  my  Fortune  into  my  own  \ 

Hands,  if  I  did  prove  frail - ~ 

Riot.  You  (hall  have  it,  difpofeit  as  you  pleafc*  or  it  fhall  be 
made  over  in  Truft  to  me,  and  we  will  Cheat  the  Cuckold  that  is  to  j 
be  of  every  Groat — Cuckold!  Oh,  how  that  Word  pleafes  me— 

his  lofty  Creft  fliall  be  exalted  above  his  Brethren,^// - a  Buck  j 

of  the  firfl:  Head - at  twelve  this  Night  you  fay - 

Arab .  Then  you  mull  be  punctual  to  the  Hour  >  and  for  my 
Vow’s  fake  not  utter  one  Word,  no  not  a  Syllable. 

Riot .  I’ll  cut  my  Tongue  out  rather  than  offend  thee,  thou 

dear,  foft,  melting,  yielding  Sweetnefs - - 

Arab .  Begone - ~\ve  are  feen  together,  and  may  awake  fome 

jealous  Eyes —  remember  too,  there  mutt  not  be  the  lead:  Glymps 
of  Light - this  Key  will  introduce  you,  you  know  the  Cham¬ 
ber^ - obferve  the  Conditions,  or  we  are  ruined - but  here's 

your  Wife - begone,  or  all  is  lod. 

Riot.  OneKifs,  ’cis  all  I  have  to  live  upon  for  three  long  Hours 
to  come.  r  [ Exit  Riot, 

Enter  Cynthia. 

Arab.  Has  ha!  well  Coufin,  I  have  made  work  for  fomc- 
body5  you  have  put  me  upon  defperate  Service  here.*  if  you 

don’t  relieve  me,  what  will  become  of  me - he  threatens  moll: 

furioufly.  -  T 

Cynth.  I  thank  you  for  obferving  my  Xnftm&ions  fo  carefully  * 

you  have  fucceeded  to  my  Willi,  I  will  fupply  your  Place - 

Twelve  is  the  Hour - ’tis  but  changing  Chambers  for  a  Night, 

Coufin  *  you’ll  excufe  me*  ’cis  fomething  to  deceive  him  well.  If 
I  cou’d  but  once  open  his  Eyes,  and  let  him  view  his  vicious  Fol¬ 
lies  in  their  real  Light,  I  might  then  hope  a  Cure Oh>  Arabella, 

by  me  be  warn’d,  let  my  Example  teach  you  what  Caution  you 
fhou’d  ufe  before  you  fettle  your  Affe&ions.  I 

Arab .  Sooner  than  Marry  thy  untoward  Help-meet  I  wou’d  be 
reduc’d  to  Mortar  and  Cynders,  and  after  that  lead  Apes. 

Cynth.  Here’s  a  Spark  will  prevent  that,  your  Friend  Volatile  ~ 
111  leave  you.  -  \Exit. 

Enter  Volatil. 

Arab .  Ha!  Volatil  here — I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  all  with-  Jj 

in  me  is  in  Confufion,  my  Pulfe  beats,  my  Heart  flutters,  and! 

my  Limbs  tremble  when  I  fee  him - he  is  a  handfom  Fellow  | 

and  a  Man  of  Honour  5  but  then  he  is  as  wild  as  March ,  ay  and  1 
as  Ineonftant  as  April — ~  - —  r/nt 


2&£l 
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Vo!.  Madam 


Arab  Sir — — 
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Vol .  I  come  not  to  repeat  the  old  dull  Tale-  no,  I  am  weary 
of  languiftung,  fighing  and  dying  at  your  Feet;  I  have  really 
loved 'you  fo  long  and  fo  faithfully,  1  begin  to  think  I  have  feme 
Merit  ;  therefore  I  ask  your  Favour,  and  fubferibe  my  fdf  blunt- 
.  ly  at  the  bottom  of  my  Heart  your  moll  faithful  humble  Servant---- 
Arab .  Merit,  Sir, - very  good - he  that  pleads  Merit  to 


his  Miftrefs,  or  his  Prince,  where  all  he  can  do  is  Duty,  is  a  Re¬ 
bel*  bur  pray,  Sir,  how  have  you  deferv’d  me - —You  made 

Love  to  me,  I  buffer’d  you — —you  look  upon  the  Sun,  and  enjoy 


the  benefit  ;  wou’d  it  not  be  Impudence  for  that  Reafon  only  to 
Claim  a  Property  in  it. 

Vol\  Beauty,  Madam,  muft  be  like  its  Parent  Light,  difmfive 
to  all  Mankind ;  tho5 1  can’t  Purchafe,  or  lay  a  Claim  to  it;  if  my 
Eyes  are  ttrong  enough,  and  if  I  think  it  worth  my  leifure,  C 

may  gaze  at  the  Sun  and  a  fine  Woman  all  Day; - you  are 

moft  beautiful - yes— — we  both  know  ic,  and  admire  it 'per¬ 
fectly - -are  you  difpleas’d  that  I  can’t  flatter  you  ?  break  your 


Glafs  for  the  fame  reafon 


how  often  have  I  confefs’d  my 


Tongue  unable  to  exprefs  the  Ideal  Images  of  my  Fancy,  when  I 
confider  you;  all  I  beg  of  you  is,  not  to|  put  me  to  a  lingring 
Death,  either  to  turn  me  abfolutely  away,  or  receive  me  as  your 
own — - - 


Arab .  I  tell  you  this  flruggle  towards  your  Liberty  makes  me 
fufpeft  your  Love- - you  wou’d  not  be  weary,  but  proud  of 


your  Chains,  if  you  were  pleafed  with  your  Service. 
Vol .  What  further  Proofs  cou’d  you  require 
Arab*  Oh  Ten  thoufand,  Sir. 


Vol .  What  are  they,  teach  me,  and  make  me  juft  fuch  a  Lover 

as  you’d  have  me. 

Arab .  If  you  cananfwer  faithfully  to  the  following  Charge— -If 
younever  hadone  wavering  Thought;  if  you  are  Dumb  and  Trem¬ 
ble  when  you  fee  your  Miftrefs  3  if  you  faithfully  believeall  her  Im¬ 
perfections  and  Defefts  to  be  Graces  and  Virtues,  every  Word 
(he  {peaks  Wit,  every  Sigh  (lie  breaths  a  Perfume*  her  Eyes  Stars, 
her  Lips  Rubies,  her  Teeth  Pearl,  and  her  NeckAlabafter :  If  you 
can’t  anfwer  dire&ly  nor  properly  to  any  Queftion,  nor  Eat  your 
Meat  without  cutting  your  Fingers,  nor  look  on  any  other  ObjeCt 
with  Delight  5  nor  dream,  talk,  think,  wifll,  hope,  aefire,  or  have 
regard  for  any  thing  but  he — I’ll  allow  you  may  be  Inroll’d  in  the 
Lift  of  that  fighing  Soldiery  that  ferves  under  Cupid's  Banner-*  -- 
Vol.  Mutter  me,  Madam,  Mutter  mej  if  I  don't  do  my  Duty— 
Arab .  I’m  afraid  you  wou’d  only  take  a  little  Shelter  from  your 


\ 

i 


■w  ■ .  %±w  wyes  Keiiej:  ur > 

Creditors?  a  Guard  Faggot ;  fo  has  aRobinRed-breaft  flown  in* 

to  my  Bofom  to  prcfcrvc  it  felf  from  a  Hawk - —  r‘.  I'-,  y 

Vol.  I  fhoifd  rather  hate  believ’d  the  little  Flatterer,  like  me,  |  1 
had  been  in  boy't  with  thofe  fnowy  Orbs,  and  glorioufly  refolv’d  \  ■ 

at  once  to  Tafte  and  Die-- - -  ;j 

Arab.  Ah  Gallant - that  was  a  Flight.  I 

Vol.  But,  Madam,  I  wou’d  marry  you,  and  if  I  cou’d  give  a  j 
flronger  Proof?  I  might  fay — - — '  1 

Arab.  That,  that  wou’d  be  lying  inPrifon  to  pay  your  Debts  5  \ 
fame  obftinate  Fools  indeed  have  done  fo — —  what,  wou’d  you  ] 
fue  in  Forma  \ Vauper  ?  I 

Vol.  I  find  I  have  been  all  along  deceiv’d - .You  are  for  a  : 

Blaze,  Hyde-Tark  — Gilt  Chariots,  Drawing  Rooms,  and  Front  \ 
Boxes*  or  perhaps  a  Page  and  a  Coronet.  1 

Arab .  Right  *  I  muft  have  my  A ffemblies,  Tea-Tables,  Vifit-  I 

ing  Days,  and  a  Fide - a  Tide  wou’d  make  every  thing  fo  I 

becoming — Indeed  when  my  Name  is  chang’d,  you  may  expect  J 

at  lead  to  find  Right  Honourable  before  it- -  1 

Vol.  Your  Lover  then,  Madam,  muft  Sacrifice  to  your  Vani-  j 

ty  3  court  you  with  an  Equipage - —  -  !J 

Arab.  Ay,  what  is  Life  without  it?  j 

Vol.  Oh,  the  raviftiing  Contemplation  to  have  fix  brawny  Fel-  j 
lows,  each  fit  for  a  Grenadeer,  dragging  backward  the  gilded  j 
Machine,  while  the  foggy  Beafts  fweac  with  their  idle  Load.  I 
Arab.  Yes — one  appears  fo  bright  hafp’d  in  the  midft  of  pain-  j 
ted  Cupids ,  with  Chains  of  Rofes,  and  Nets  of  Flowers.  j 

Vol.  While  you  like  Cytherga  drawn  in  your  fictitious  Heav’n,  j 

attrafl:  all  Eyes  and  charm  the  gazing  Multitude - 

Arab .  And  now  what  Lure  have  you  to  call  me  down  from 
this  bright  Heav’n,  that  fatlsfies  my  Wifiies,  and  indulges  all  my  j 
Vanity— our  Sexes  Idol — Why  Love,  you’ll  fay-,  Love’s  an  Ima¬ 
ginary  rural  Boy - Nurs’d  up  in  Cottages,  and  bred  to  Servi¬ 
tude - fit  only  to  attend  your  filly  Poetical  Shepherd,  or  the 

2 ^ulcinca  of  a  Romance. 

Vol.  I  own  I  am  miftaken,  fair  one - 1  drew, in  my  deceiv’d 

Fancy,  the  Image  of  Arabella — as  of  a  Woman,  with  all  her  Sexes 
Charms,  without  their  Levity—* — One  whofe  Virtue,  like  her 
Beauty,  was  above  theTittle  Decorations  of  Art— Unfully’d 
with  the  vernifliof  Form  orFaftfion,  therefore  at  that  pure  Shrine 
I  prefum’d  to  offer  up  a  Heart  faithful  and  honeft.  ] 

Arab .  Ah!  no  more  of  this,  it  makes  me  fick :  Can  you  believe  j 
that  after  I  have  once  taken  it  inmy  Head,  toSideglafsitin  thePark, 
or  faunter  in  a  Drawing-Room,  lfhallever  defeendto  become  plain 

Mrs.  ■ 
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Mrs.  Volatile  when  I  rauft  he  concent  to  trudge  it  on  foot,  tuck’d  up 
under  a  Riding-Hood,  like  an  Exchange- Woman,  or  a  City-Mi  j- 


vnfe^  and  upon  a  Sunday  Evening,  in  good  Weather,  fetch  a  Walk 
for  three  Hours  in  lb  me  odious  pubiick  Gardens,  or  the  ‘Park ,  a- 
mong  Tradefmens  Wives  and  Lawyers  Clarks  :  And  when  i  hav 
beat  upon  the  Pebble  till  I  am  lick  and  vveaiy,  be  cram'd  into  a 


V* 


dirty  Hack,  and  lugg’d  Home  by  a  brace  of  Skeletons,  the  per¬ 
fect  fimilitudeor  •'Pharaoh's  lean  Kir.e-  Oh  'cis  a  (hocking  Reflcftion. 


Ok 
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Vol.  Dear  Madam,  don’t  afflict  your  felf  with  thefe  horribl 
Idseas — •  You  are  nor  the  firft  fine  Woman  an  honeft  Fellow  has 
loft,  by  having  a  gilt  Chariot  for  his  Rival- —  I’ll  try  if  the  Dice 
wiii  ufe  me  hinder  than  you  have  done  —  I’ll  court  them,  for 
flnce  his  in  their  power  to  pur  chafe  me  Arabella's  Heart,  that  is, 
a  Title  and  Equipage,  fought  to  addrefs  ’em  inflantly —  [j Exit  Vol. 

Arab.  So,  I  think  I  have  afted  the  Fop  pretty  artfully,  tho*  my 
Heart  was  ready  to  betray  me  every  Moment:  O’  my  Confcience, 
if  1  had  nay  Fortune  in  nay  Power,  I  fhoud  run  away  with  this 
Fcllo  w5tho5l  liv’d  upon  Bread  and  Butter,andKificS}  tho’  Poverty, 
Matrimony,  and  the  tenible  Example  of  poor  Cynthia ,  flare  me 
full  in  the  Face — Ah!  Coufin - •  v 


Enter  Cynthia, 

Cynth.  What’s  the  matter  Miftrefs,  your  Blood  mantles  fo  o’re 
your  Cheeks?"  What  has  redden’d  you  thus? 


Arab .  I  have  us’d  poor  Volatil  barbaroufly$  but  I  fear  he  will 


live  to  be  reveng’d  of  me 


Cynth.  Yotf  don’t  intend  to  Marry  him? 
Arab .  Naturally  guefs’d— — -  I  fear  I  do 


Cynth .  He's  not  worth  a  Groat 


Arab.  Confcfe’d - -  But  Fate — — Deftiny  will  have  it  fo. 


Cynth .  Your  Fortune  won’t  be  a  fup  rlluous  Maintenance  for 
a  Family. 

Arab.  True  *  but  where  Content  attends,  a  Competency  j  more 
is  unneceftary, 

Cynth .  Ah  pretty  !  Lovers  are  always  Philofophers. 

Arab.  Oh  !  he  has  a  thoufand,  thou  land  Charms  ^  Come- in,  and 
I’ll  give  you  the  Detail  of  'em,  for  i  (hall  talk  or  nothing  but  him 
thefe  three  Homs.  [Exeunt . 


SCENE  II.  the  Fore-Rocm  of  the  Groom-Porters. 

Enter  Riot  and  Volatil. 


Riot.  I  fwell  with  Imagination,  and  if  I  don’t  give  vent  to  my 
Thoughts  i  muft  burft.  ‘  "  v 


jl  nrv — r  w  *j  im jl  wt'U/j 


v/r  y 


Vol.  Come,  Sir,  disburthen  your  felf,  unload  your  Cargo. 

Riot.  I  am  a  rail  Ship  bound  for  the  Fortunate  iflands.  Top 
and  Top  Gallant,  l’faith. 

Vol.  Be  not  fo  vain;  I’ve  known  many  a  flout  VelTel  wreck’d 
in  fight  of  Harbour  :  But  Prythee  what  occafions  this  out 
o’ the  way  Elevation  ? 

Riot.  The  Wench,  the  Wench,  my  Boy. 

Vol.  Ay,  the  Privateer  you  have  been  Chafing - - 

Riot.  Is  come  in,  has  {truck  Sail - has  made  me  Lord  of 

her  Mediterranean,  Mailer  of  her  Terra  Incognita - - 

Vol.  What,  Arabella, ?  — T — 

Riot.  Yes,  Arabella  ;  foft,  frefli  and  wanton  as  ever  warm’d 
the  Liver  of  a  Pamper’d  Non  Con. 

Vol.  [Afide7\  How  he  {trikes  ray  Soul  — — -but  I  muft  ftifle 
my  Concern — —Well,  and  you  have  had  her  then,  hah  — — 

Riot.  No,  but  we  have  agreed  the  matter  ;  this  is  the  joyful 
Evening;  twelve  the  Happy  hour — I  am  to  Ileal  to  her  at  dead 
•ofNight,  as  Mifers  vifit  their  Gold  ;  there’s  to  be  no  Light  but  her 
Eyes,  and  not  the  leaft  word  or  noife,  unlefs  a  Rapturous  Sigh 

may  break  its  way - the  pretty  Gypfie  loves  to  fteal  her 

Pleafure,  and  I  mult  indulge  her,  you  know,  for  my  own  fake. 
What  you  don’t  feem  to  Relifli  my  good  Fortune, "Volat'tl. 

Vol.  Relifli  it,  yes  with  ail  my  Soul;  I  envy  you  But  you  are 
miftaken,  Sir,  you  haye  not  made  this  Appointment  with  Ara¬ 
bella. 


Riot.  No  —am  I  awake  i 

Vol.  ’Tisimpoffible,  and  he  that  affirms  it  is  a— fhe  is  fo  beau¬ 
tiful  ihe  mult  be  Chaft - at  leaft  fo  I  believ’d  her - 

Riot.  Heyday,  what  a  Pox  are  you  in  this  Heat  for?  if  you 
have  a  mind  to  the  Girl,  {lie'll  be  my  Wife  in  a  little  time,  that 

is,  I  fhal!  be  weary  of  her - or  if  not,  there  will  be  enough 

for  us  both. - 

Vol.  No ;  I  defpife  her - all  her  Sweets  are  gone. 

Riot.  I  warrant  {he’ll  relifli  ne’er  the  worfe,  my  Boy,  Hie  de¬ 
lights  to  grow  like  a  fair  Flower  in  a  publick  Garden. 

Vol.  To  be  rafted  by  every  Drone  that  buzzes  round  her — • 
but  I  ask  thy  Pardon,  Riot ,  I  believe  thy  Story  true,  tho’  I  con- 
iefs  it  fliock’d  me — — 


Riot.  No  more,  you’ll  be  fecret.  Sir,  a  Lady’s  Favours  fliould 

be  Sacred. 


u 


Vol.  Nothing  that’s  Common  can  be  fo - But  come,  let’s 

in  and  try  Fortune’s  Bounty,  I  think  the  Company’s  come —  i 
If  ftie  fmiles  upon  you  like  your  Miftrefs,  you’ll  fweep  all  the 
Stakes.  -  '  [ Exeunt .  i 
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Enter  Spitfire  and  T.  Cafh. 

fit/.  What,  have  you  been  at  it,  Sir? 

Cajh.  At  it.  Sir — yes,  I  have  been  at  it,  Sir — Iamftrip’d, 
Sir— ftrip’d  of  every  Farthing — Doft  think,  Spitfire ,  I  can’t 
borrow  a  ftnall  Sura  upon  this  Head  of  mine  ? 

Spiff.  Yes,  if  you’ll  let  ’em  have  the  Brains  for  the  Intereft. 
Y.  Cajh.  Ah  you  Joaker,  but  I  can’t  fpare  ’em  at  prefent — 
that  wretched  Knave  Spadilio  ftamp’d  me  out  of  two  Sixes,  and 
twenty  five  Guineas  my  laft  Stake — What  is  that  Fellow,  will 

he  Fight,  I  don’t  like  his  looks - but  he  blufters  like  a  great 

Storm -  , 

Spiff.  Ah  Squire,  Times  are  fweetly  chang’d  with  him  fince 
we  us’d  to  drink  together  at  honeft  Jo.  Tbreethred's ,  he  play’d 
well  and  with  Jugdment  at  Putt ;  he  Plays  all  the  Game — He 
bit  a  Hackney  Coachman  of  his  Licence  at  All-fours,  which  he 
has  miraculoufly  pulh’d  up  to  a  ’Tumbril - and  twenty  thou¬ 

sand  Pounds.  He  was  then  a  Journey-man  Tonfor,  no  more— 
Y.  Cajh.  Good-lack,  fliall  we  finite  him,  Spitfire?  Gad  let  us 
rufh  in  and  raife  Contributions. 

Spiff.  No,  my  brave  He  ft  or  of  Troy-,  no - that  is  not  Pru¬ 

dent;  we  are  not  ftrong  enough  to  pretend  to  levy  Vi  &  Ar~ 

mis - Did  you  obferve  Sir  Hannibal  Rub ,  that  molt  Induftri- 

ous  Eloquent  Knight ;  he  has  rais’d  himfelf  to  much  more  than 
i  the  Fortune  of  a  German  Prince,  from  being  a  Poor  Sefquife- 
dalian  Rag-holder  only;  an  Infignificant  Subfequent  to  a  few 
Globes  of  Lignum  Vit<e.  \ 

Y.  Cajh.  Why  you  nip  like  a  Flea ;  bite  like  the  North- wind ; 

thou  Satyrical  little  Grain  of  Muftard-feed - 

>  Spiff  But  what  provokes  me  is,  the  Rogue  denies  his  Pa¬ 
rents,  and  calls  himfelf  by  the  Name  of  the  Country  where  he 
was  born ;  tho’  his  Father  was  known  to  be  an  honeft  bawdy 
Porter  that  ply’d  at  Will's ;  and  his  Mother  is  yet  to  be  feen,  a 
»ood  careful  Matron  in  a  cold  Winter’s  Evening,  fitting  in  her 
Wooden  Chair,  prudently  turn’d  from  the  Weather,  crouching 
aver  a  little  Charcoal  Fire  in  an  Earthen  Cullender,  upon  which 
lands  a  fmall  Tin  Kettle  fimmering  of  Apples - and  this  un¬ 

gracious  Thief  drives  every  Day  by  her  Stall,  regardlefs  of  the 
Vomb  that  bore  him. 

'  Y.  Cajh.  You  are  fevere,  very  fevere— — What  is  become  of 

lick  Handicraft? 

Spiff.  Poor  T)ick,  he  had  an  ill  Run  juft  before  the  Aft,  and 
’ortune  has  fet  him  down  in  the  very  Cellar  where  fire  took 

,  im  up - And  there  you  may  fee  him  over  a  Pot  of  Mellow 

F  s  .  -  Beer, 


a 
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Beer,  playing  a  Party  at  Picket  with  one  of  his  own  quondam 
Chair-men ;  tho’  every  Body  muft  own  he  has  poliftfd  that  Ce¬ 
lebrated  Cave,  and  refin’d  their  Diverfions:  For  now  the  neigh¬ 
bouring  Oyfter-women,  Porters,  Grooms,  and  all  the  Infantry 
of  the  Brafs  Button  meet  there  always  (except  on  Opera  Nights) 
to  Play  at  Ballet  and  Ombre.  „  '  ' 

Y.  Cajh.  But  why  did  not  you  come  into  the  Meafures  of 
your  old  Acquaintance,  my  Man  of  Fire,  Hah  ! 

Spiff.  Sir,  I  had  rather  wear  thefe  Rags,  and  a  good  Con- 
fcience,  than  be  the  wealthieft  Buchaneer  amongft  ’em. 

Y.  Cajh.  Come  let’s,  in,  Bam  the  Knaves,.  Mutiny,  Sweep  the 
Board  and  Brulh.  '  ' 

Spiff.  No,  no— -Pox  o’  the  Raggamuffins ;  if  they  were  all 
tranfported  to  the  Weft-Indies ,  we  Gentlemen  might  be  fecure 
of  our  Lives  and  our  Fortunes. 

Y.  Cajh.  Spitfire ,  I  muft  have  Mony  fomewhere,  fo  go  you 
and  tell  my  Uncle  ’tis  for  my  Honour,  and  muft  not  be  re¬ 
futed — in  the  mean  time  I’ll  Itep  in  and  Play  away  my  Watch, 
my  Coat,  and  fome  fuperfluous  Things. 

Spiff  By  that  time  you  come  to  your  Shirt,  I’ll  be  with 
you  again.  [ Exeunt  T.  Cafli  and  Spitfire. 

Enter  Riot. 

Riot.  Oh  curfed,  curfed  Fortune !  thou  Mother  of  Fools, 
and  Nurfe  of  Avarice,  what  a  ftupid  W  retch  am  1 — Five  Hun¬ 
dred  pieces  of  Aurum  'Palfabile - as  good  Gold  as  ever  vifi- 

ted,  Madam,  Juftice  in  a  Bribe — All  thrown  off  in  Fifteen' 
Minutes,  to  the  melancholly  Tune  of  Deuce-Ace — Ha,  ha,  ha 
this  is  merry — very  merry — Yes,  I  am  pleafed  mightily  with 
the  Whim — -Qons  what  a  Dog — a  Natural — an  Ideot — a — 
Aye,  I’ll  provide  me  a  Havering  Bib,  and  a  Rattle  fill’d  with 
Dice,  to  divert  me — a  Driveler  as  I  am.  J 

Enter  Volatil  freaking  his  Gold. 

Vol.  So,  fo.  One  Thoufand  Guineas  ready  Calh,  Two  Hun-  i 
dred  Pounds  in  Bills,  and  One  Hundred  Pound  upon  Honour!  j 
from  Tent  cDry  bones  and  my  Lord  Little  wit  t — The  Dice,  in  two  • 
or  three  Nights  like  this,  will  be  out  of  my  Debt  ;  Fortune,  I  [ 
thank  thee,  thou  haft  repaid  me  for  the  Lois  of  that  frail  Beau-  * 
ty ;  well  repaid  me,  now  my  Succefs  no  fooner  flies  thro’  (the  ■ 
Town,  but  I  fliall  find  Refpedf  and  Countenance  again ;  Mens 
Eyes  will  fcoul  no  more  upon  me  as  a  Contemptible  poor  Dog —  f 
I  fliall  be  Carefs’d  again  now  by  fome  of  my  old  ftiff  Acquaint 
tance,  that  us’d  to  brufli  by  me  with  an  half  Eye,  and  a  bufiJ 
Sir  pour  Servant  :1  fhall  be  levee’d,  vifited,  courted,  ay,  an 
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flow  I  can  Eat  without  ’em,  perhaps  invited  to  Dinner  to;  but 
I  am  refolv’d  to  be  very  haughty  to  my  Superiors,  and  humble 
|  to  thofe  below  me-— What,  gnawing  thy  Knuckles,  feeding  up¬ 
on  thy  Paws  like  a  Bear  in  Winter  ? 

Riot.  Chewing  the  Cud  only — 1  have .  loft  all  my  Mony, 
Jack,  thou  haft  had  a  fortunate  Night- — have  you  done  Play  ? 

Vol,  Yes;  I  will  have  the  Grace  to  tye  up  this  time- — I’ll 
not  tempt  the  little  Gentlemen  again — Oh  thou  glorious  Off- 
fpring  Of  Vhesbus,  welcome  thou  gaudy  Stranger  to  my  Arms— 
Thy  Sight’s  more  Cheating  than  thy  Father’s  Beams.  : 

Riot.  What,  in  Raptures ! 

Vol.  Yes,  Sir,  welcoming  home  thefe  wandring  Prodigals— 

Oh  Gold - Gold - thou  King-Creating — Beauty  buying — 

Virtue-giving  Deity;  for  thee  the  Soldier  bleeds,  the  Courtier 
flatters,  theMifetftarves,  the  Farmer  fweats,  the  Lawyer  lies; 
thou  art  the  Duty  of  Children,  Fidelity  of  Friends,  Loyalty  of 
Subjefts,  Piety  of  Hypocrites, ZealofBigots,  Humility  of  Priefts, 
Integrity  of  Statefmen,  and  Juftice  of  Magiftrates ;  in  fhort,  the 
great  Hinge  of  mutual  Commerce,  and  Bond  of  Society  — 

Riot.  Heyday - what  an  Oration  is  here  in  Praife  of  a' -'little 

Dirt;  Hearkee - what  have  yo  i  won - - 

'  Vol.  You  don’t  hear  me  complain — fomethingto  keep  me 

warm - 1  left  oft'  too  when  a  frefli  Gamefter  came  in - as 

Rich  as  the  Grand  Segnior,  a  Jew — he  throws  about  his  Gold 
like  a  Madman — burl  was  refolved  to  fecure  all,  and  left  the 
Temptation.  . 

Riot.  If  I  had  but  Two  Hundred  Pieces  now,  fome  of  thy 

lucky  Mony,  might  bring  me  home - befidesl  have  a  Fancy 

I  lhall  ftrip  old  CircumciJion - - 

Vol.  But  hold,  you  forget  the  Lady  that  expeds you,  isnot 
this  the  Hour  ? 

Riot.  Ay,  my  Bell ,  my  Fairy— — Pox  I  can’t  think  of  her 
now  ;  this  is  the  Minute ;  I  ftiould  be  punctual  —  But  my 
ill  Luck  has  funk  me  down  to  fuch  an  Ebb  of  Courage,  I 
muft  recover  my  Mony,  tho’  I  lofe  my  Miftrefs-  —  Pox,  what 
is  the  Lofs  of  my  Miftrefs  to  my  Mony,  Man ;  let  her  go,  I  lhall 
have  another  Opportunity. 

Vol.  If  lhe  does  give  thee  another  Opportunity,  Ihe  has  not 
fo  much  Gall  as  a  Pigeon— — Be  allur’d  lhe  will  refent  it,  and 
purfue  thee  with  a  flighted  Woman’s  Malice — -Think  on  that. 

Riot.  Pho,Pho,  there  is  no  Compafifon  in  this  cafe— Gold  is  a 
real  Good,  Woman  an  imaginary  One;  I  have  loft  the  ready 

Calh,  and  this  Moment  I  muft  recover  it,  or  never - In  this 
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Hand  Avarice,  in  this  a  painted  Baby - Ah!  Gold  is  the  Hea¬ 
vier,  and  bears  me  away  without  my  own  Confent - Poor 

Bell.,  flie  muft  gnaw  the  Sheets. 

Vol.  Methinks  I  fee  the  melting,  lovely  Wanton — neatly 
Diih’d  out;  her  little  white,  round,  fnowy  Breads — rifingfaft 
with  thick  low  Sighs,  the  lazy  Minutes  dully  creep  away,  while 
warm  Defires,  foft  W  ifhes,  tender  Murmurs,  wafte  all  the  te¬ 
dious  Night  in  Expectation  of  your  coming,  — fure  thou  wer’t 

nurs’d  among  Rocks,  and  fuckled  by  Tygers - Gad,  ’tis  a 

Barbarity  not  to  be  forgiven. 

Riot.  Come,  I  find  you  are  full  of  Joy  and  Love  ;  Harkee, 
lend  me  200  Guineas,  you  fliall  have  the  Girl  for  the  Intereft ; 
that  is,  if  you  will  be  faithful,  you  fliall  be  my  Deputy,  —  fup- 
ply  my  Place —  the  Night  favours  you - and  our  Condi¬ 
tions  are  fuch,  fhe  never  can  know  you - - 

Vol.  Are  you  inEarneft?  Riot.  Yes. 

Vol.  ’Tis  a  Bargain,  there  are  Bills  for  the  Mony. 

Riot.  Done, —  you  love  the  Sport  as  well  as  I —  befides,  you 
feem  to  have  a  warm  Inclination  to  the  Girl,  and  therefore  are 
at  prefent  better  prepar’d  ;  if  you  are  a  Man  of  Honour,  you’lh 
keep  our  Articles,  which  will  prevent  her  from  difcovering 
the  Cheat. 

Vol.  I  will  not  breath  a  Whifper,  tho’  my  Heart  burfts  with 
fwellingjoy.  •  .  1 

Riot.  Thus,  by  thy  Means,  the  Girl  and  I  fhall  meet  hereaf¬ 
ter  and  be  merry - take  this  Key,  it  conducts  you  the  back 

Way  into  the  Houfe,  the  Servants  are  in  Bed —  the  firft  Door 
on  the  right  Hand  in  the  Gallery  leads  to  the  kind  Nymph’s 

Apartment -  Adieu —  we’ll  meet  and  laugh  to  Morrow — 

How  the  poor  Wench  was  cozen’d  --  I’ll  to  the  Jew —  Re¬ 
member  not  to  fpeak,  but  be  as  great  a  Glutton  as  you  pleafe. 

Vol.  If  I  am  nor,  may  I  be  converted  to  be  a  finging  Bird; 
the  Punifhment  of  an  Eunuch  light  on  me —  f  Alone.']  How 
came  I  to  fancy  that  little  wicked  piece  of  Flefh  and  Blood  a 
Goddefs —  Well,  I  have  loft  a  Wife  and  found  a  Miftrefs- — 
a  happy  Change —  my  Stars  are  wantonly  bountiful  to  Night. 
Yes,  Arabella,  you’re  to  be  had  without  an  Equipage  it  feems — 

I  thank  thee,  thou  haft  wak’d  me  from  the  Dream  of  Love 
to  the  real  Enjoymenr.  Yes,  I  will  Riot ,  in  blifsful  Beauty. 
Oh,  wan'd  thofe  Momentary  Raptures  lafi 
Which  we  in  Beauty' s  Banquet  faintly  Tajle ; 

! Toetick  Tales  woo'd  then  be  well  allow'd, 

F or  Gods  might  Love ,  and  envy  Flejh  and  Blood.’ 

Enter  j 
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Enter  Young  followed  by  Slur. 

Slur.  Hold,  Sir — you  have  not  paid  me. 

Y.CaJh.  What  is  it? 

Slur.  Fifty  Pound,  I’ll  change  your  Bill. 

Y.  Cafh.  Damm  ye ;  I  owe  it  you  ? 

Slur.  I  don’t  know  ye. 

'  Y.CaJh.  You’re  an  ignorantScoundrel — Wou’dyouhaveme 
inftrucl  you  at  the  Expence  of  an  Ear,  oraCutcrofs  theNofe- — 
I  am  in  a  curfed  Humour,  Friend. 

Slur.  I  indulge  you  this  Liberty,  and  am  paffive  of  a  few  hard 
Words,  inComplaifance  to  your  ill  Fortune — But  don’tbefaw- 
cy,  for  you  know  I  mull  be  paid,  and  inftantly. 

Y.  Cafh.  Pert,  Faith,  very  Pert;  I  like  you — You  have  a 
fmart  Cock  with  your  Hat,,  are  a  tolerable  Orator,  fpeak  bold¬ 
ly  and  clear,  and  have  a  refolute  Air  when  you  make  your  De¬ 
mands — Yet  after  all  ’tis  a  thoufand  Pities  fo  pretty  a  Fellow 
ihould  be  a  Thief-— He!  He! 

Slur.  Put  your  little  Mirth,  that  Ballard  of  your  Folly,  to 
Nurfe  to  your  Pride,  and  let  the  bloated  Ideot  giggle  at  theNoife 
of  his  own  Bells  :  But  I  tell  thee,  thou  infipid  Wretch,  I’ll  be 
paid  before  we  part,  or  I’ll  carry  off  thyNofe,  yes  thy  Nofeand 
'Ears,  I’ll  level  thy  Face,  and  make  that  Lumber-houfe  thy  Head 
as  round  as  a  Bowl. 

[Slur  draws ,  Calk  runs  to  the  Extremity  of  the  Stage, 

Y.  Cafh.  Pho,poxputupyourLark-fpit — Sheath  your  Tooth¬ 
pick  and  your  Paffion,  and  know  this  is  not  a  convenient  Place — 

;  What,  draw  in  the  Verge?  I  am  alliam’d  of  you;  You  a 
!  Courtier — Sir  ’tis  impoflible  to  fight  here,  we  lhall  be  parted, 
j  you  know  it — What  wou’d  I  give  now  that  itwerein  my  Pow- 
|  er  inftantly  to  Anfweryou,  to  charge  your  Anger  in  its  full  Force, 
and  make  our  Hilts  meet  at  every  Pafs;  Egad  thou  art  a  Fellow  of. 
Fire,  a  little  too  much  Fire,  if  it  were  but  tempered  with  fome 
Phlegm. 

Slur.  Puppy — I  cou’d  make  a  Football  of  thee  in  the  Pre- 
fence — Well,  Sir,  but  fince  ’tis  fo,  and  you  refolveto  difcharge 
this  Debt  with  your  Sword,  let  me  know  when  and  where  you’ll 
pay  it.  -  ' .  .  i  f,  ■ 

Y.  Cajh.  Ha-— with  all  my  Heart,  my  Ball  of  Wild-Fire ;  your 
own  Time  and  Place,  Boy. 

I  Slur.  Then  we’ll  inftantly  take  a  Hack  and  drive  to  Hyde- 
Park ,  ’tis  Moon-I  ight,  and  no  Body  will  prevent  us. 

Y.  Cajh.  Lookee  now,  you’re  fo  hafty,  fo  hot ;  why,  a  Man 
tever  makes  a  regular  Pafs  in  a  Paffion-—!  have  conftdered  it, 

and 
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and  if  we  fight  upon  this  Account  Tranfportation  is  the  Word, 
have  you  read  the  late  Ad — ’tis  againft  the  Naked  Letter  of  the 
Law— No,  no ;  we  muft  make  it  a  Rencounter  fometime  hence 
in  theStreets,  upon  a  concerted  Joftle,  or  fo — That’sourway — 

Slur.  You  are  fo  rank  a  Rafcal,  without  any  Ceremony  at 
all  I’ll  warm  my  Fingers  and  Heels  thus  and  thus. 

{Kicks  and  pulls  him  by  the  No/e. 

Y.  Cap.  So — fo — fo — why  now  if  1  were  as  Paflionate  as 
you  here  wou’d  be  fine  W  ork—  One  of  our  Souls  muft  have  broke 
Prifon,  that’s  certain — but  ’tis  very  well, Sir — ^nowloweyoi* 
fifty  Pound  and  a  Kicking. 

Slur.  You’ll  as  foon  pay  the  Beating  as  theMony ;  Hold  Sir, 
this  is  not  all —  1  have  not  done  with  you,  I  mutt  now  gently 
grafp  you  by  the  Gnomon  of  your  Face— —lead  you  round  the 


.oom  within,  and  fhew  you  to  the  good  Company. 

Y.  Cap.  Ah  dear  Slur - Prithee  now  let  this  matter  go  no 

further - don’t  let- us  expofe  our  felves  for  a  Couple  of  quar- 

relfom  Blockheads — I’ll  pay  thy  Bill  to  Morrow,  Mun — Pri¬ 


thee  let  it  be  a  Secret 

Slur.  Well - upon  that  Confideration  I  forbear  carrying 


you  in  Triumph — but  if  you  fail  to  Morrow,  do  ye  hear,  I’ll 
clap  a  Ring  in  your  No fe,  and  lead  you  round  the  Streets  with 
a  Drum  before  you,  like  a  Bear  on  a  Holiday. 

Y.  Cap.  Ha!  ha! — you  are  the  mod  facetious  Perfon,  and 
have  thehappieft  Companions - Hah!  who’s  that.  Spitfire ? —  i 


By  all  that’s  great  and  good  ’tis  he — Now  will  I  fet  my  little 
Bull-dog  at  this  Beaft,  and  helhall  worry  him.  Spitfire ,  where’s 
-the  Mony? 

Enter  Spitfire. 

Spiff.  Not  a  Jack,  Sir — your  Uncle  fays  you  muft  pay  your 


Debts  with  your  Sword,  he  has  purchas’d  you  a  Title  to  Courage, 
and  you  mull  live  upon  that. 


Y.  Cap.  What  does  the  old  Put  mean?  I  muft  have  Mony,  and 
^ will  have  Mony—— Or  I’ll  break  open  his  Chefts;  Burn  his 


BankBills, -melthis Plate, tearhisNotes,andfpend  his  Eftate be¬ 
fore  his  Face— !  He, he—  what  do  you  Grinn  at  ?  [To  Slur.]This  Fel- -  i 
low.  Spitfire, lias  been  veryFamiliar  with  me,  you  muft  Kick  him— 
Spitfire  ftruttintup  to  Slur.]  What  may  you  mean,  my  pretty  In¬ 
fant  of  Fortune,  by  affronting  that  Gentleman  ?  he  is  a  Man  of 
Honour,  and  my  Friend -  * 


Slur.  Then  I  have  kick’d  a  Man  of  Honour  and  your  Friend — 

you  fee  I  am  a  IVian  of  Honour  coo.  j, 

Spitf.  Ay  I  know  by  what  means  you  came  to  Purchafe  that 

Titled 
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Title-— you  were  always  a  fawcy  Cub,  a  forward  Boy - you 

began  with  robbing  Children  of  their  Bread  and  Treacle;  and 
Blind  old  Women  of  Nuts  and  Gingerbread;  from  thence  1 
trac’d  you  to  the  Marble  boards,  Nineholes,  and  Cups  and  Balls 
in  More  fields— — Then  yon  advanc’d  to  a  Link-Boy,  and  pickt 
Drunkards  Pockets — -When  a  good  Booty  fet  you  up  and  made 

you  acquainted  with  Hazard - which  promoted  you  to  the 

Groom  Porters— and  made  you  a  Man  of  Honour. 

Y.  Cajh.  Ah  my  little  Pot-gun  at  him,  at  him. 


Slur.  Thou  little  Lump  of  vile  Scandal, ’tis  well  known  I  had 
a  handfome  younger  Brother’s  Fortune,  and  commenc’d  a  Shar¬ 
per  in  Form,  from  having  regularly  ferv’dmy  Apprentice-lhip — 
as  a  Bubble - 


Don’t  be  too  brisk,  too  alert-— — You’ll  be  hang’d; 
Why  don’t  I  remember  your  Birth,  your  Parentage,  and 
your  Education ;  and  can’t  I  give  a  very  good  Guefs  at  your 
End  ?  Now  but  that  I  am  defirous  the  Conclufion  fhould 

orderly  Follow  the  Premifes - 1  would  cut  your  Throat 

Sirrah,  androb  honeft  Baudot the  Profits  of  your  dying  Speech, 
Slur.  Thou  troublefome  Vermin,  I  won’t  fpit  thee  becaufe 

I  have  not  a  Needle,  but  I’ll  give  thee  a  Fillip  or  two - a  tafte 

of  that  Gentleman’s  Supper.  [Strikes  him. 

Spiff  I  can’t  very  well  reach  you,  Sir,  but  you’ll  accept  it 
as  I  can  give  it.  [ Strikes  him  again  and  draws , 

Now  Squire  you  ihall  fee  me  take  him  inFlanconade — Ha;  ha. 

Y.  Cajh.  Od - -I  don’t  like  this  work - here  will  be  Mif- 

'  chief— - I’ll  march  off  in  time.  [ Exit  T.  Calh. 

[Slur  juts  by  his  Thruft,  takes  him  up  by  the  Middle  and 
hangs  him  by  his  Belt  againft  the  fide  of  the  Stage. 

Slur.  Thou  art  a  moft  Heroick  Pigmy,  and  here  I’ll  leave 
thee  in  this  terrible  Poilure  of  Defence,  like  the  Sign  of  the 

Gladiator,  to  Entertain  the  next  Paffengers - - 

Spiff  Rogue - Coward - take  fuchan  Advantage  of  a  - 

Gentleman,  come  but  within  reach  of  my  Sword,  I’ll  flit  your 

gutling  Pipe - — I’ll  be  through  your  Midriff. 

Slur.  Ha,  ha - bloody-minded  Wafp;  Sir  I  make  bold  to 

take  my  leave,  I  am  your  moft  obedient  Servant - - — by  that 

time  you  have  been  three  hours  Pendent  in  this  Pofture,  I  pre¬ 
fume  you  may  have  digefted-  your  Spleen.  _  [Exit. 

Spiff  Help,  help,  Conftables — Watch— Neighbours - 

Squire— Let  me  but  down — let  me  but  down  to  cut  that  Rogue’s  - 
Wezon — and  I’ll  be  content  to  be  hung  up  again  during  Plea¬ 
sure — and  pelted  with  Catfticks  like  a  Cock  at  Shrovetide — 

Enter ■ 
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Enter  Riot  half  * Drunk .  _  '  I 

Riot.  What  a  damn’d  Night  have  I  made  on’t,  I  have  loft  my 
Mony,  my  Miftrefs  andmySenfes,  and  nothing  left  to  Comfort 
me — but  my  Wife — and  to  fay  Truth,  fhe  is  a  terrible  Blef-  ;| 

ling — Well,  ’tis  a  great  Tryal  to  be  Marry’d - 1 — 

Spitf.  Sir — Good  Sir,  one  W  ord - - — •  -  I 

Riot.  AySir — what’s  here,  a  Sword  glittering! — Thenyou 
are  for  a  cool  Third:  by  Moon-Light — Come  on,  Sir. 

[Riot  makes  a  Tafs  or  two  at  Spitfire. 
Spitf.  For  Heav’n  fake.  Sir  —what,  will  you  Murther  me  ^ 

If  I  were  upon  plain  Ground  you  durft  not  ufe  me  thus — No, 
you  durft  not  for  your  Soul.  ^  i  , 

Riot.  You  lye.  Sirrah,  l  am  defperate  ;  I  am  Marry’d,  you 
Dog,  and  dare  do  any  thing.  j 

Spiff.  Sir,  dear  good  Sir,  deliver  me,  you  fee  I  am  mod 
fcandaloufly  and  unmercifully  duck  up  againd  the  Wall  here — • 
Have  you  no  Bowels— help  me  down,  and  I’ll  pray  for  you. — 
Riot.  What,  have  we  the  Story  of  ‘Pc  if  us  and  Andromeda 

aided  here  to  Night - Aye - here’s  the  flying  Warrior — 

but  where’s  the  Virgin - No  Body  need  inquire  for  the 

Monfler,  when  a  marry’d  Man’s  in  Company - Tell  me. 

Brother,  was  it  thy  Wife,  or  thy  Wife’s  Relations,  that  us’d 
thee  thus  damnably —  Poor  Creature,  I’ll  aflifl  thee,  we  are 
bound  to  help  one  another.  [ Helps  him  down. 

Spitf.  Sir,  I  am  your  mod  oblig’d  Servant—  ■  — —  if  at  any 

time  you  want  a  Second  I  am  your  Man - 

Riot.  Your  Servant,  noble  Sir. 

Spitf.  I’ll  find  this  Slur  if  he  be  above  Ground,  and  make 

him  anfwer  this  unfoldierly  dealing - As  for  my  Fugitive 

Squire,  when  I  meet  him  I’ll  kick  him,  for  I  fcorn  to  keep 
Company  witha  Coward,  tho’ he  pays  my  Reckoning.  [£x.  Spitf. 
Riot.  So,  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Night  is  pretty  well  over,  and 

I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  go  to  deep - But  I  have  ne’er  a 

Bed - Volatil  has  my  Key - the  Rogue  has  excluded  me 

from  dear,  dear  Bell - But,  now  I  think  on’t.  I’ll  Quarrel 

with  a  Watchman,  and  take  that  opportunity  of  lying  in  the  ■■ 
Counter. 
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AC  T  IV.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE  a  Prifon . 

Horatio  difcover'd, 

HEN  may  my  Soul  hope  for  her  Peace  Reftords 

\Tatrai»  n t- a  1 A  1 7~ ~  / j.  ' * 


Hor. _  .  .  „.  _  _  . 

Never,  ’till  murther’d  Valentine  revives. 

Which  ’till  the  General  Audit  cannot  be. 

Merciful  Heav’n! — —Oh  when  we  fwallow  down 
Intoxicating  Wine,  we  drink  Damnation ; 

Naked-  we  ftand  the  Sport  of  mocking  Fiends, 

Who  Grin  to  fee  our  noble  Nature  vanquilh’d. 

Subdu’d  to  Bealls.  W ell  is  the  drunken  God 
Drawn  in  his  giddy  Carr  by  Reinlefs  Tygers ; 

Our  Paflions  then,  like  fwelling  Seas,  break  in ; 

The  Monarch  Reafon’s  govern’d  by  our  Blood, 

The  noifie  Populace  declare  for  Lioerty, 

While  Anarchy,  and  riotous  Confufion, 

Ufurp  the  Sovereign  s  Throne,  claim  his  Prerogative, 

’Till  gentle  Sleep  exhales  the  boiling  Surfeit ; 

Then  this  unnatural  Rebellion’s  quell’d. 

The  Faction  quieted  ;  Thofe  mad  Mechanicks 
,  Our  Traitrous  Spirits  all  again  fubfide, 

•Each  to  the  Body’s  proper  Work  repairs. 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir  Trijirum  Cajh  defires  Admittance,  he  fays  he  wou’d 
ferve  you. 

Hor.  What  can  this  Vifit  mean, 

My  Minutes  now  are  precious,  and  I  grudge 
What’s  Hole  from  my  Reflection — —Yet  ’tis  Churlifh 


[Exit  Keeper. 


Not  to  accept  his  Charitable  Aid ; 

Pray  let  him  enter. 

Enter  Sir  Triltrum. 

Sir  Trift.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant;  I  am  come  to  wait  on  you 
ibout  a  little  Affair— I  am  forry  you  are  in  Trouble,  but  I  have 
nquir’d  into  the  bufinefs— do  you  fee— and  I  find  you  kill’d  him 
airly — ’twas  an  odd  Wound,  Faith  very  odd — — quite  thro’  the 
rieart - You  Men  of  Honour  are  ftrange  Fellows;  but  howe¬ 

ver  ’twas  dene  fairly. 

Hor.  If  Charity  inclines  you  to-a  ilift  me, 

{ ou  can’t  but  know  ’tis  the  worft  Robbery 
As  my  Affairs  are  now)  to  fteal  my  Time, 

G  Sir  TriSL 
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Sir  Trift.  Adod  you’r  in  the  right  *  but  you’ll  have  time  enough  $  le 
me  fee*  on  Wednesday  next  ’twill  be  a  Fortnight  to  the  Seflions-,  ay, 
and  then  you’ll  have  a  Week,  or  may  be  ten  Days  after - -  What 


a  pies,  I'll  be  brief —  Look  ye  now,  anfwer  me  in  one  Word- 
Will  you  be  hang’d  or  be  marry’d 
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Enter  Aurelia  at  the  corner  of  the  Stagey  with  the  Keeper . 

Aur .  There  are  my  Thanks,  now  place  me  where  I  may  unfeen  I 
hear  their  Difcourfc.  *  ™ 

Keep .  This  way,  Madam —  [Exit  Aur.  and  Keep  r. 

Sir  7W/?.  What  are  you  thinking  on?  furely  there’s  no  difficulty  in 
the  Choice. 

Her .  He  muft  be  either  Fool  or  Knave,  or  both, 

That  jefts  with  Mifery,  and  mocks  th5  Unhappy. 

Sir  Trift.  Don’t  be  hot —  What,  I  am  in  earned,  I  have  a  little 
Wench  at  home  to  difpofe  of — *  Adod  if  you  Marry  her,  and  make  Iota 

a  good  ludy  handfom  Settlement  upon  her - For  I  can’t  part  wirh  p 

a  iingle  Sixpence,  not  a  Croat - You  have  a  very  plentiful  Bdate’l^ 


fa 
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of  your  own,  and  want  no  Additions* -  why  the  n  I’ll  fave  your 


Life,  IVe  intered  enough  to  do  it —  You  (han’t  be  hangd  this  Bout, 

that’s  all — What  do  you  dare  fo  for?  You  have  feen  my  Neece - 

Hor.  Teraminta  ? 


Sir  Trift .  Ay,  Teraminta;  why  (he  is  a  juicy,  plump,  wanton  young 
Baggage^  a  very  clever  Mould,  as  pretty  a  Thing  to  breed  out  of  as 
is  to  be  purchas’d  in  Town. 

Her .  I  know  (he  fooner  wou’d  efpoufc  her  Grave: 

I  rob’d  the  lovely  Maid  of  Valentine , 

Yes,  barbaroufly  tore  him  from  her  Arms  : 

Nature  mud  be  abhorrent  to  the  Thought. 

Sir  Trift .  Abhorrent — •  a  Fiddlefticki  ’tis  true  you  kill'd  a  young 
Fellow  (lie  lik’d,  and  one  that  was  in  Love  with  her  3  and  is  it  not 
your  Duty,  think  you,  to  help  her  to  another?  Let  me  tell  you,  Sir, 
Ptis  a  Debt  you’re  oblig’d  to  pay  in  Honour 
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Hor.  Thy  groveling  Soul  clings  to  her  kindred  Earth, 

And  Intereft  is  thy  only  God  and  Guide} 

But  know,  old  doting  Mifer,  Teraminta 
Mourns  with  inceflant  Tears  her  murther’d  Love, 

Nor  can  Ihe  think  upon  fo  foul  a  Rape, 

But  it  muft  fliake  her  tender  Frame  with  Horror. 

Sir  Trift.  She  think  on’t — .  alas  / -  Why  Ihe  is  my  Property, 


Sir 
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have  as  much  Right  to  difpofe  of  her,  as  my  Horfe,  my  Houfe,  or  my 
Mony — I  may  lett  her,  fell  her,  lend  her,  or  transfer  her,  like  my  Bank- 
ftock,  W  hat  has  her  Will  and  Pleafure  to  do  in  the  Cafe}  Iwarrant,  if  (he 


were  to  have  her  Will,  (he  wou’d  weep  her  felf  as  dry  as  a  Mummy —  0 
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Ay,  I  know  now  what  fort  of  a  Simile  you  wou’d  make  upon  that 
Occafion,  Ihe  wou’d  droop  like  a  fair  Flower  o’ercharg’d  with 
Morning  Dew.  Hah  !  is  it  not  fo  in  Heroicks?  Come,  Sir,  come, 
let  us  talk  plain  honed  Senfe  and  Reafon  :  marry  her,  and  HI  en¬ 
gage  your  Life  fliall  be  fafe. 

Hor.  And  mud  I  then  add  Perjury  to  Murther  ! 

Have  you  not  heard  my  plighted  Vows  are  given  ? 

My  Faith,  my  Heart  is  bright  Aurelia's  Due; 

|  ’Tis  all  the  Wealth  the  weeping  Virgin  beads, 

-  And  while  this  Breath  and  Earth  communicate, 

Shall  be  irrevocably  hers - 

Sir  Trift.  Good  lack !  deeply  in  Love  ;  poor  Creatute —  then 

it  mud  go  hard  with  you - a  Lover  is,  as  I  take  him,  a  fort 

of  an  obdinate  Rhodomontado  Wretch,  that  declares  War  againd 
all  his  Senfes  ;  a  little  inclin’d  to  Poetry,  very  lazy,  and  always 
talks  in  blank  Verfe—  Well,  you  are  refolv’d  to  dye  a  Martyr  — 
The  triple  Tree  has  not  born  a  Lover  a  great  while ;  ’tis  a  new 
i  fort  of  Fruit.  What  now,  lhall  the  Doftor  make  a  Speech  for 
j  you,  or  will  you  Indite  one  your  felf,  directed  for  the  Ordinary 
j  of  Newgate  ;  you  mud  write  a  pretty  Style. 

I  Hor.  Forbear  your  feurrii  Mirth,  ’tis  mod  Inhuman 
!  Thus  to  didurb  the  Quiet  of  a  Wretch 
j  Who  n  <?p  er  wrong’d  you - 

;  Sir  Tr  *Jf.  And  you  will  not  be  tempted,  tho’  to  fave  your  Life, 
I  to  hearken  to  my  Propofols  ? 
j  Hor.  The  Sun  is  not  fo  fix’d  as  my  Refolves, 

!  Rather  to  dye  than  injure  my  Aurelia . 

r j  Sir  Trift.  Pretty  Romantick  Infant ;  I  like  it  ftrangely,  fond  of 
rl  thy  Bubby  and  Rattle — -Do,  do,  dangle,  dangle;  thou  won’t 
j  not  be  the  fird  Ideot  that  has  gone  out  of  the  World  for  a  piece 
i;  of  green  Tallow.  [ Exit  Sir  Trift. 


Enter  Aurelia. 

Hor.  Oh  my  Aurelia ,  if  there  can  be  Joy 
[Neighbour  to  fo  much  Grief,  I’ll  give  it  all 
To  blefs  this  bounteous  Vifit  ;  if  my  Eyes 
Flow  not  with  mutual  Tears,  ’tis  that  my  Heart 
Wou’d  bid  thee  Welcome,  and  difdains  to  own 


:e. 


There  can  be  any  thing  but  Joy  with  the* 

Aur.  Tears  are  too  open  Witneflfes  of  Grief; 

Then  when  the  fullen  Mind  broods  o’er  Defpair, 

And  nurfes  Melancholly,  ’till  the  fwoln  Heart, 

O’er  charg’d  with  Wailing,  burlts  ;  then,  then  we  Mourn. 
Such  Sorrow  wou’d  I  pay  thee,  fuch  thy  Love 
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Deferves ;  thy  unexampled  Conftancy. 

Hor.  Be  thrifty  of  thy  Tears  ’till  I  am  dead. 

Then  let  thy  precious  weeping  Fountains  rain 
On  my  cold  Grave ;  lo  lliall  I  rife  again, 

And  in  the  fweet  Difguife  of  a  fair  Flower 
Salute  the  Spring,  that  gave  me  Life  and  Odour.  _ 

Aur.  ’Twou’d  be  unjuft,  1  muft  no  longer  hide  it. 
Know  thou  art  Happy,  Happy,  my  Horatio, 

If  Life,  or  Love,  or  Liberty  can  give  it ; 

Thy  Stars  are  gentle  to  thee,  many  Days 
And  Years  are  yet  between  us,  and  that  Hour 
Which  muft  diilolve  our  Love  with  our  laft  Breath. 

Hor.  Is  Valentine  alive  ! 

Aur.  He  lives,  his  Wound  was  never  dangerous, 
Tho’  that  old  Brute,  Sir  Trijlrum,  brib’d  the  Surgeon 
To  fwear  ’twas  Mortal - -  But  another  Fee 


Made  him  confefs  the  Truth,  and  lead  me  where 
I  faw  your  Friend,  who  feem’d  furpriz’d  to  hear 
You  were  imprifon’d  for  his  Murther 


Hor.  Oh  hold,  my  Love  ;  you  will  opprefs  my  Soul 
With  this  vaft  weight  of  moft  furprizing  Joy. 

Thou’ft  fav’d  thy  Friend,  thy  felf,  thy  Lover,  all. 

Aur.  Sir  Trijlrum’ s  vile  Machine  is  thus  deftroy’d, 
And  1  have  prov’d  thy  matchlefs  Faith  and  Virtue. 

Hor.  Again  white  Innocence  and  Peace  return. 
Again  the  fmiling  Hours  advance,  and  Love, 

And  fair  Aurelia,  Crowns  the  happy  Day - - 

Enter  Keeper. 


Keep.  Sir,  here’s  a  Judge’s  Warrant  come  down  for  your  Dif- 
charge:  It  feems  Mr.  Valentine  is  out  of  Danger.  He  has  like- 
wife  lent  his  Service  to  you,  and  fays  he  wou’d  have  taken  care 
for  your  Liberty  fooner,  but  that  he  was  allur’d  you  were  not 
confin’d - - 

Hor.  ’Tis  well - -  What  barbarous  Treatment  have  I  had 


from  this  old  ufurious  Monfter  Sir  Trijlrum,  I  lhou’d  do  well  to 
punilh  him. 

Aur.  Fie  deferves  it  moft  heartily. 

Hor.  I  have  it  already ;  I’ll  take  him  up  immediately,  before 
he  can  hear  I  am  difcharg’d,  with  two  or  three  of  my  Servants  dis¬ 
guis’d  like  Officers,  upon  pretence  of  fome  Praftices  againft  the 
Goves  nment, and  imprifon  him  in  an  empty  Garret,  where  he  will 
ne  under  my  proper  Difcipline- 

//  rrii  •,  *w  « •  •  n 


Aur.  The  Retaliation  is  juft,  let  him  fuffer  the  Pains  he  gave  ; 
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youll  find  his  little  Soul  fink  under  the  imagin'd  Scourge  of  Fortune. 

But  few,:  like  thee ,  Horatio,  jujlly  know , 

Or  can  indure  ill  Fortune's  rugged  Brow . 

Who  bears  the  T  re  Jure  of  his  evil  Fate 

With  an  unfhaken  Mind ,  is  truly  Great .  Exeunt, 

SCENE  .11,  The  Street . 


<SVr  Triftrum 


Sir  TV//?.  When  thk  Romantick  Puppy  gets  out  of  Prifoti,  which 
-  he  rouft  quickly,  for  I  fhan’t  be  able  to  conceal  Valentine' s  Recovery 
much  longer?  he  will  certainly  cut  off  my  Nofe,  and  Marry  Aurelia> 
as  Tokens  of  his  Gratitude  to  both  of  us  i  fo  I  rauft  inftantly  Marry 
her  to  Bob,  and  Bind  him  over  to  the  Peace  3  then  he  is  difappointed 
both  ways  .{Enter  Y.Cafh.^  Oh?  here  comes  my  Ranter,  *tis  high  time 
j  he  fliou’d  be  Marry’d,  to  take  down  his  Courage  a  little,  I  hear  ftrange 
I  Stories  of  him. 

Y.  Cajh .  Who’s  to  be  Marry’d  in  fuch  hafte,  worthy  Sir  Triftrum  ? 
Sir  Trft.  Drunk,  as  I  live-,  he  tumbles  about  like  a  Bowl.  Come 
i  Bob,  come  along  with  me  inftantly,  you  young  finart  Rogue  you,  I'll 
j  provide  a  Licence,  a  Parfon,  a  Prayer-Book  and  a  Ring,  and  knit 
you  together  in  a  Minute. 

Y.  Cajh .  You  re  a  designing  old  Prig,  I’ll  bear  your  Defpotick  Power 

1  no  longer-,  IT1  not  be  Noos’d - Tou  deny'd  me  Many  to  pay  my 

Soldier  j,  was  that  done  like  Caffius?  But  d’ye  hear,  mend  your  Man¬ 
ners,  or  I’ll  bind  your  Tallies  into  Faggots,  light ’em  with  your  Bank- 
Bills,  and  burn  you  in  the  midft  of ’em, — —111  Singe  your  Beard  with 
Exchequer-Notes,  for  an  Example  to  all  Stock-jobbers. 

Sir  Trijl .  Blefs  me!  - how  Drunk  he  is. 

Y.  Cajh.  Drunk,  Sir,  what  then  ?  Drinking,  Whoring  and  Fighting, 
are  the  diftinguifhing  Marks  of  a  fine  Gentleman  — —  Come,  open 
your  Purfe-ftrings,  you  old  SFut  ■■■■—  down  with  the  Duft. 

Sir  Trijl.  I  renounce  you  3  Ill  ha’  nothing  more  to  do  with  you  > 
you’re  a  Rafcal ;  I’ll  be  at  no  more  Expence  to  make  a  Gentleman  of 
you,  i’ll  pay  nomoreforyour  Dice  and  your  Drinkings  3 1  (hall  have  the 
Surgeon’s  Bills  brought  home,  aria  be  forc’d  to  Bail  you,  and  make 

Friends  to  the  Recorder  for  a  Reprieve - but  Ill  fee  you  hang’d  firft. 

Y.  Cajh.  That  you  (hill - and  be  at  the  Charge  to  Paint  the  Gal¬ 

lo. vs  tooi  nay.  Ill  have  the  City  Mufick  play  before  me  too,  in  Ho- 
•  nour  of  their  Deputy,  Sir  Triftrum  5  and  Ill  be  hang’d  in  State,  three 

Stories  high,  Uncle - But  firft  ill  Cut  your  Throat  to  deferve  it. 

!•  W  ‘  j JDraws. 

Sir  Trft.  Blefs  us,  defend  us,  Help,  help. 
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Sir  Trip.  Ah  Sir,  - Here’s  an  ungracious  Bird  of  my  own  Neft, 

wou’d  Murther  me.  j. 

Slur.  He  won’t  fu re  - - Come,  put  up  Squire,  put  up. 

Y.  Ga(h.  You’re  a  Gentleman,  Sir,  and  I  never  refufe  a  Gentleman 
any  thing  in  Reafon.  *  #  J 

Sir  Trift .  Ah  Sir,  ’tis  partly  my  own  Faulty  I  my  felf  purchas’d  him 
this  Courage,  which  "tis  plain  will  ruin  him  ;  for  now  he  roars,  and 
rants,  and  domineers:  This  Morning  he  tript  up  an  old  Pudding-Pye-  j 

Woman’s  Heels,  for  taking  the  Wall  of  him - -  down  fell  all,  the 

Channel  ran  pure  Cufrard - l  thought  I  might  take  a  Privilege,  but 

he  has  no  regard  ;  is  there  no  way  to  take  him  down  again,  and  make 
him  a  Coward?  j 

Slur.  Yes,  Sir,  there  is  j  and  if  you’ll  pay  a  fmall  Debt  of  Honour  j 
he  owes  me,  I’ll  undertake  it. 

Sir  Trji.  But  fo  that  I  (hail  have  Good  of  him,  that  he  will  be  ir>  ! 
tirely  Obedient,  and  not  fly  out. 

Slur.  Reward  me  as  I  defervr.  I’ll  leave  it  to  your  own  Generofity. 

Sir  Trip.  T  hat  is  not  the  Thing,  Friend;  but  will  you  undertake  in- 

tirely  to  un’courage  him  - — —  dif - -  courage  him - What  fhall  \ 

l  lay,  fettle  him  in  Statu  quo  — -  an  honeft,  Ample,  harmlefs,  young  j 

Fellow.  Indeed  it  was  my  Fault,  my  Ambition - And  if  he  fhou’d 

come  to  an  evil  Erd,  it  wou’d  lye  upon  my  Confcience. 

Slur.  I  ll  make  him  as  tame  as  a  Setting-Dog,  and  as  pliant  to  the 
Word  of  Command,  or  I'll  break  a  Forreft  of  Crat-Tree  about  him. 

Sir  Trift .  Aye  that,  that  may  do. 

Y.  Cafij.  1  don't  like  this  Fellow--  I’m  afraid  he  has  kill’d  Spitfire. 

Slur.  No  Sir,  I  left  him  upon  the  Tenter-Hooks*  hung  up  like  an 
old  Sconce  againft  the  Hangings;  and  if  you  don’t  obey  this  old  Gen¬ 
tleman,  you  fhall  relieve  him  • — -Down,  down,  ask  his  Pardon. 

Y.  Cap.  His  Pardon,  Sir  ?  Why  fo,  Sir? 

Slur.  Nay  then,  let  this  go  round. 

[  Strikes  him  with  the  Flat  of  his  Sword. 

Y.  Cap.  Prythce  be  not  fo  wrathful  —  What  - —  I  do  ask  his 
Pardon. 

Slur.  Swear  to  be  Obedient,  never  more  to  Quarrel 

Y.  Cap.  Methirrks  you  can’t  be  fo  Ignorant.  1  own,  I  am,  I  am  a 
Coward. 


Sir  Trifi.  I  don’t  know  that  5  two  or  three  Rubbers  more,  good 
Mr.  Slur:  Let  me  have  enough  for  my  Mony. 

^  Y .Cap.  Dear  Sir - -kick  me  your  felf,  Sir  — -I  hope  that  will  con¬ 
vince  you - -  fo,  are  you  fatisfy’d  ?  Am  I  Patient  and  Obedient  now  ? 

•a  f”  <  »  .  .  ..  _  _ 


Sir  Trift.  I  thank  you.  Friend;  Call  on  me  at  my  Houfe,  and  I’ll 
alk  further  with  you  about  taming  this  Brute 
Slur.  If  he  reiapfes,  you’ll  let  me  it. # 
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Sir  Trift.  Yes  Sir,  but  I  fliaij  turn  him  to  Grafs  for  a  Month  o 

two,  let  him  bice  fhort  with  his  Friend  Spitfire - Pll  have  no  more 

to  fay  to  him  yet*  and  when  he  is  reftor’d  to  Favour  he  fliall  come 
upon  his  Knees.  ^  [Exit  Slur. 

Y.Cajh.  1  value  neither  }our  Favour  nor  your  Frowns- - -and 

you  may  thank  my  Fnend,  Mr.  Y/&r5tha£  I  did  not  dice  you  •,  Mr,  Slur 
I  am  greatly  indebted  to,  I  owe  him  fome  Obligations,  which  when 
I  grow  valiant  without  Noife  I’ll  pay.  [Exit  Y.  Caff. 

Sir  Trift.  This  Mettle  will  coft  me  as  much  to  allay  as  quicken ; 
*tis  an  ungrateful  Blockhead ;  he  has  fpoilt  all  my  Projects. 

Enter  two  of  Horatio's  Servants  di [guts' d like  Officers ,  ^ 

1  Serv.  Is  your  Name  Sir  7  rift  rum  Cafh ,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Trift.  Yes,  Sir,  Tis  j  and  what  then,  Sir  r 

2  Serv.  Then,  Sir!  We  have  a  Warrant  from  the  Secretary  to.fe- 
cure  you. 

I  Sir  Trift.  Secure  me,  Friend— — go  about  your  Bufinefs  *  go,  you’re 
i  miftaken. 

1  Ser.  No  Sir,  our  Inftrudtions  are  plain  enough ;  you  may  read 
the  Warrant. 

Sir  Trift.  Well,  well,  I  ll  give  you  Bail- - What  a  pox  is  the 

Meaning  of  all  this?  I  am  damnably  frighted. 

2  Serv.  ’Tis  not  Bailable,  Sir, ’tis  upon  Sufpicion  of  highTreafon^ 

;  corresponding  with  the  Enemy. 

Sir  Trift.  How!  Who  fwore  againfl  me ?  What  Evidence? 

i  Serv.  We  don’t  know.  Sir  5  but  they  fay  they  were  a  Couple  of 
I  dumfie-fifted  Fellows,  with  long  Swords ;  they  wore  a  great  deal  of 
I  foul  Linncn,  broad  Backs,  thick  Legs,  and  fiat  brawny  Faces. 

I  Sir  Trift .  By  all  that’s  good  I  don’t  like  the  Evidence,  ’ns  Ultra 
I  Marine - -Well  I  muft  fubrnir,  carry  me  where  you  pleafe,  Gen¬ 
tlemen- - 'but  remember  the  Queen  has  not  a  more  Loyal  Subject 

I  in  her  Kingdoms.  [Exeunt, 

I  Enter  Volatil  and  Riot  meetings 

!  Riot .  How  now,  Jack ?  Thqu  looked  as  gay  as  the  Morning*  like 

a  new  Minifter  at  his  firft  Levee. 

Vol.  Gay  as  Youth,  Liberty,  Healthy  brimful  of  Pleafure  j  every 
Atom  in  this  (olid  Frame  is  pointed  with  Joy  5  give  me  Leave  only 
to  impart,  or  I  fliall  burft. 

I  Riot.  What,  (he  prov’d  a  pleafant  Bedfellow,  did  flic? 
j  Vol .  No — Pll  be  charitable  and  conceal  it,  for  were  it  poflible  to 

make  thee  fenfible  of  thy  Lofs,  thou  muft  incontinently  hang  thy 
fdf$  tho’  I  fhou’d  be  a  Tttrk  not  to  own  my  Obligations  —  Twas  a 
delicious  Thief. 

Riot.  I  believe  it  was. 

1  •  rot 


4$ JThe  Wife's  Relief:  Ur , 

VoL  1  know  if  i  Yet  the  ravifliing  Remembrance  is  prefent  to  my 
Senfe,  and  joys  my  Soul. 

Riot .  You  did  not  fee  her? 

VoL  No,  nor  fpeak  to  her*  to  what  Purpofe  !  She  was  fo  beau¬ 
tiful  in  the  Dark,  ’twou’d  have  been  pity  any  Light  or  Voice  fhou’d 
interrupt  us. 

Riot.  I  own  my  felf  a  ftupid  Coxcomb  to  loofe  her  fo. 

VoL  I  have  had  Women  before,  hut  never,  never  fo  delicate  a  Skir- 
mifli* - -  She  grew  like  Joy  to  my  Embraces — —  Not  a  Touch  but 


had  Elizium  in  it. 

Riot .  I  am  a  Rafcal. 

VoL  Now  wou’d  (he  Ideal  her  melting  Lips  to  my  warm  glowing 
Cheek  — Not  youthful  Zephyrs ,  when  they  gently  fan— -the  bloom¬ 
ing  Qff-fpring  of  the  vigorous  God — fo  fweetly  kifs. 

Riot .  What  curfcd  Fortune  had  I,  to  loofe  all  my  Mony  and  this 
delicate  Morfell? 

VoL  Now  wou’d  (he  whifper  amoror:  Vows  and  fofteft  Protefta- 

tions  —  Now  throw  her  wanton  fnowy  Arms  around  me, - -Now 

clafp  me  hard  5  call  me  her  Life,  her  Soul,  her  All  5 — Then  Sighs  of 
Joy  confefs’d  our  mutual  Tranfports.  I  tell  thee,  Rict>  if  I  were 
Mailer  of  the  World,  like  Anthony ,  I  woud  purchafe  fuch  another 
Night  at  the  price  of  it. 

Riot.  This  precious  Armful  has  rob’d  you  of  your  Wits,  I  think. 
VoL  What  (hall  I  fay  ? - Let  the  richeft  Perfumes,  the  fineft 


Mufick,  the  brighteft  Objefts,  and  the  molt  elegant  Dainties,  be 
thrown  into  the  Chymical  Fire,  and  the  fublimated  Eflence  drawn 
forth- - *  fuch,  fuch  it  was$  the  Extraft  of  all  Human  Joy* - 


Riot.  But  is  (he  fo  far  before  other  Women? 

VoL  No  Tongue  can  fpeak,  no  Pen  deferibe  her- — Tis  not  in  the 
Power  of  Poetry  (tho*  the  God  himfelf  were  infpir’d  like  me  with 
PolfellionJ  to  paint  her  \  the  fineft  Fancy,  the  warmeft  Imagination 


gives  us  but  faint  Idea’s. 


Riot.  Thou  haft  fir’d  my  Soul.  Oh  that  I  could  call  back  Time* 
and  be  po/Tefled  of  what  my  Folly  gave  thee!  But  I  am  comforted  in 
this,  Hie  thinks  *twas  1 - —  1  (hull  have  her  all  at  Night- — This 


gamefbm  Girl,  that  has  made  you  mad  with  toying. 

VoL  What  fnall  1  offer  thee,  dear  Riot,  to  difeharge  my  honour¬ 
able  Obligation  to  thee,  and  quit  the  Girl  wholly  to  me? 

Riot.  1  wou’d  not  part  with  her  another  Night  for  both  the  Indies. 

VoL  No,  you  wou5d  loofe  by  it.  I  cou’d  cut  thy  Throat  to  have 
her  a*i  my  felf.  \  ‘ 

Riot.  Come,  come,  you  ought  to  befarisfy’d^  confider  y cur  felf 
only  as  my  Deputy  j-— nay  pox  on’r,  for  ought  I  know  flic  may  never 
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admit  me— — I  have  been  an  egregious  Dolt  in  this  Affair,  and  pu- 
rdfti’d  my  feif  ingenioufly.  However  Ill  try  my  Fortune  once  again — 
Adieu.  [ Exeunt  fever  a-ly. 

~  Enter  Cynthia  and  Arabella. 

Arab .  You  are  too  meek,  Coufin  ;  make  him  fcnfible  of  the  Affront 
r — —What  Foundation,  either  from  my  Perfon  or  my  Conduit,  could 
his  arrogant  Vanity  build  upon  to  attempt  my  Virtue? — — ■ 

Cynth .  None,  none  at  all,  Arabella— —what  fawcy  Inferences  he 
might  make  from  the  natural  Gaiety  of  your  Temper  I  know  not — But 
he’s  here- — Retire -I  muff  give  him  his  Morning’s  Lefture  alone. 

7  .  [Exit  Arabella* 

Enter  Riot. 


Cynth .  fmilingl\  My  Dear*  good  Morning  to  you. 

Riot.  Your  Servant— fo — you  have  drefs’d  up  your  Eyes  in  their 
Holiday  Light. 

Cynth.  Yes,  my  Dear  •,  what  makes  you  melancholly  ? 

Riot .  What  makes  you  merry?  Don’t  you  know,  that  you  and  I  are 
ever  pleas’d  at  the  fame  thing  ?  Mixing  Contraries  may  be  good  in 
Phyfick  5  but  ’tis  the  Devil  in  Society - -Good-buy  to  you. 

Cm  Stay  Sir,  1  have  fomethingtofay  toyou,  Iamfurewillpleafeyou. 

Riot.  Pli  hold  you  ten  to  one  on’t.  -  Y  : 

Cynth e  He  has  the  fweeteft  natur’d  Expreflions  [ajide.~\  ~ . -Pray, 

my  Love,  give  meyour  Patience— What  fuccefs  had  you  laft  Night  l 

Riot .  Whe’,  I  loft  my  Mony.  - 

"  Cynth.  I  don’t  mean  that  Game. 

Riot.  Don't  mean  that  Game]  — What  now,  fure  Arabellahzs  not 
betray’d  her  felf !  [ Afvde . 

Cynth.  f railing .]  You’re  a  fine  Spark;  a  very  pretty  Gentleman  truly. 

Riot .  Ay  ’tis  fo— a  prating  little  Puppy  3  could  not  (he  keep  her 
own  Counfel.  [AJide* 

Cynth .  You  have  managed  this  Affair  very  cunningly ;  tho*  I  think  it 
would  not  be  much  for  your  Honour,  if  it  were  publifh’d - 

Riot.  What  publifh’d?  what  Honour?  I  told  you  you  would  be  Im¬ 
pertinent. 

Cynth.  Oh  Fie*  do  you  not  Blufh  ?  is  there  no  Modefty  in  Man ? 

Riot.  Riddle  me  Riddle  me  Re— Pox  o’your  Ambiguities  5  what 
wou  d  you  have  ? 

Cynth.  How  did  you  like  your  iaft  Night’s  Lodging  ? 

Riot.  Very  well;  extremely  well ;  thoJ  now  i  think  on’t  I  did  not 


go  to  Bed  lait  Night,  Child - - 

Cynth.  You  did  not  lye  with  Arabella .  my  wanton  Khifwotnan* 
Good  Sir,  think- — mull  every,  thing  be  lawful  that  your  Will  or  wild 
Defires  can  make  fo — you  purfue  Happinefs,  ss  Boys  do -Bubbles,  or 

1  H  .  Y  ■  ;  '  Fools 
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Fools  Shadows 5  confider  Sir,  I  would  Reform  you,  not  Provoke  you  ; 
tho‘  you  have  loft  all  Regard  for  your  felf  or  me*  what  Reparation 
can  you  make  this  injur’d  Woman,  whofe  Virtue  was  Untainted  ’till 
your  infinuating  Wiles  feduc’d  her. 

Riot.  Lookee,  leave  whining,  and  I’ll  fatisfie  you ;  tho’ the  Warmth 
that  a  Lady  (hows  upon  this  Occafion  looks  a  little  coarfly  too*  me- 
thinks' - But  I  plead  Not  guilty  to  the  Indiftment. 

Cynth.  Were  you  not  to  meet  Arabella  at  twelve? 

Riot.  True,-  fo  far - fo  far  you’re  right. 

Cynth.  And  did  you  not?- - Ah  faithlefs  Man!  did  you  not  con- 

fume  all  the  live-long  Night  in  borrow’d  ftol’n  Embraces  with  her  ? 

Riot.  Cuckold  me  if  I  did - Renounce  rae*  my  Dear,  for  ever---— 

I  fwear - 

Cynth.  You  need  not  fwear,  I  know  it - Yes,  I  know  you  was  not 

with  her*  but  'twas  no  Fault  of  yours — Sir,  the  whole  Bufinefs  was 
contriv’d  by  me- — I  have  long  obferv’d  which  way  your  vicious Paffions 
drove  you*  and  I  plotted  with  my  virtuous  Kinfwoman  to  fupply  her 

wanton  Place:  In  Ihort  we  chang’d  Beds- - 1  have  only  cheated 

you  of  a  few  extravagant  Moments  $  I  would*  witnefs  it  Heav’n*  by 
any  honelt  Means  deceive  your  hard  Heart  into  kindnefs. 

Riot.  That  5  That  again-,  fweet  Wife - You  fay  it  was  your 

Plot  to  excufe  your  Coufin*  and  be  the  Bedfellow  your  felf- — ... 

Cynth.  Heav’n  knows  ‘tis  Truth. 

Riot,  afide. ]  They  Shoot}  they  Bud;  they  Sprout;  Yes,  1  am  fitted 
’faith,  fitted  with  a  large  Pair  of  Brow- Antlers  of  my  own  curious 
Workmanlhip - Oh  Rafcal - Wittol - Cuckold - [To  Cyn¬ 

thia]  And  you  did  really  lay  the  whole  Scheme  of  this  Bufinefs  your  felf? 

Cynth.  I  did. 

Riot.  You  Lye,- 1  contriv’d  forae  part  on’t — And  can  you  prove  all 

this  to  be  true  ? 

Cynth.  Witnefs  thofe  tender  Joys,  when  veil’d  within  the  friendly 

Shades  of  the  laft  happy  Night - You  figh’d,  and  filently  confefs’d 

your  Tranfports  equal  to  thofe  of  the  firft  melting  Hour  our  nuDtial 
Torch  was  lighted. 

Riot.  Demm  your  Description - what,  you  have  a  Relifli  left  for 

this  ftcPn  Fruit — — —Pry thee  Peace,  no  more  words  about  it,  ’tis 
a  very,  very  foolifli  piece  of  Bufinefs.  >  - 

Cynth.  Are  you  then,  can  you  be  fo  abandon’d  to  a  vicious  Appe¬ 
tite,  your  Pleafures  have  no  longer  any  Tafte,  when  you  believe  ’em 
lawful  ?  '  !'  .  1  -v  .  '  \ .  ’u. 

Riot.  I  (hall  run  ftark  Mad,  horn  Mad.  [Afide. 

t>»r/a.What,  are  you  troubled  that  your  Wantonnefs  thriv’d  fo  well? 

Riot.  Well  with  a  Vengeance - 

Cynth.  Ungrateful  Man-«-I  thought  I  might  merit  your  Thanks. 
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Riot.  Yes,  I  do  thank  you ;  thank  you  heartily — moft  infinitely 
thank  you.  v  . 

Cynth.  Is  Blifs  lefs  valuable  forbeinginnocent— Or  does  this  little 
Beauty,  which  but  laft  Night  ftole  you  from  your  felf  in  Raptures, 
now  beg  in  vain  for  one  kind  Look,  or  tender  Word,  in  thank¬ 
ful  Memory  of  all  that  boundlefs  Treafury  of  Delight? 

Riot.  Hah— how  lufcioufly  foe  dwells  upon  the  lov'd  Idea;  you 
could  be  content,  I  warrant,  to  counterfeit  a  frelh  Miftrefs  every 
Night Hah - 

Cynth.  Defpis’d !  fcorn’d  !  flighted — what  Right  have  you  to 
Mock  me  thus ?  You  ufe  me  worfe  than  that  vile  Dependant  on 
yourPaffions,  your  own  violated  Reafon;  but  beware  a  Woman’s 
Rage;  for  know,  bad  Man,  ’tisin  my  Power  to  be  reveng’d-— it  is. 

Riot.  So,  fo,  fo - now  all  the  Woman  comes:  my  Heart  akes, 

my  Ears  tingle,  my  Horns  bud — and  all  this  is  the  Handicraft 
i  of  my  own  Induftry. 

1  Cynth.  I  thought  this  matter  fiiould  have  flept  in  Silence - I 

had  Piety  fufficient  to  forgive  you;  if  any  Diligence  or  Patience 
might  Reclaim  your  more  than  brutal  Palnons —  But  now  Til  pub- 
Mi  you  to  the  whole  World — all  your  black  Actions  ihail  behold 
the  Day:  Yes,  I  know  this  Coiiquelt  of  poor  Innocent  Arabella 
would  have  been  the  barbarous  Subjeft  of  your  next  drunken  De¬ 
bauch;  her  Name,  her  Reputation,  would  have  been  toil  about 
among  your  leud  Healths — but  I'll  vindicate  her  Character  and  my 
own;  ’tis  verv  fit  her  Honour  lhoutd  notfuffer.  You  know  I  have 

A 

{looped  below  the  Earth  toftiow  my  Duty-— but  thus,  thus  tramp¬ 
led  on,  I  rife  to  tell  the  World  I  am  a  Woman — a  Wife,  an  Eng- 
'  t  lijby  freeborn  Wife. 

Riot.  Tan  tara  rara — Tan  tara - 

Cynth.  Yes,  l  have  been  meek  and  humble  as  the  gaulelefsDove; 
hut  you  {hall  Hnd  me  turbulent  as  a  Whirlwind,  vexatious  as  an 
evil  Confcience— Pll  beggar  you  with  my  Extravagance,  I’ll  haunt 
;  you  with  my  Jealoufie,  and  yet  hate  you — Indeed  I  don’t  know 
i  what  I  may  not  be  provok’d  to  do.  L-  •  - 

I  Riot.  Ha!  ha  !  Faith  thou’rt  a  Girl  of  Mettle;  I  begin  to  -like 
thee  ftrangely, 

Cynth .  This  Ufage,  Sir,  would  animate  a  Statue;  nothing,  Pm 
fure,  that’s  warm’d  with  Blood  could  bear  it — How  oft  have  I  re¬ 
tir'd  into  my  Clofet,  and  wept  the  filcnt  Homes  away  for  your  In- 
juftice,  without  one  unkind  Word  or  fallen  Look? ---And  yet,  i 
,  know  not  how,  my  Heart  again  relents.  [ Crks. ]  Yes  thus  low  again 

IPd  fall ;  and  weep  my  Life  away,  if  it  were  poflible  I  might  Re¬ 
claim  you—for  well  you  know  my  Love  is  the  Foundation  of  my 

TOnf-rr  '  -  W  '■»  T?  IS)  t 
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Riot.  So,  after  Thunder  I  thought  we  fhould  have  a  Shower. 
Cynth.  Could  you  be  angry  with  me  for  laft  Night’s  Deceit  ?  ;< 
Riot.  Prithee  noimore  o’ that;  no,  angry  with  thee;  no,  no,  Faith 
I  am  taken  with  the  Conceit.  What  a  line  thing  I  have  made  my 
feif!— It  was  an  admirable  Plot,  as  you  fay, and  cunningly  execu¬ 
ted — Dry  your.  Eyes — go  in — I’ll  fee  you  anon,  and  go  to  Bed  to 
Night  without  a  Stratagem — But  keep  alldofe,  d’ye  hear — don’t 
fo  much  as  let  one  Word  fall  at  your  Tea-Table;  no,  nor  make 
one  Confident  more  befides  Arabella ;  if  you  do,  „you’ll  find  me 
angry  indeed  _  /  '  "  ■ 

Cynth.  You  know  ’tis  my  Ambition  to  be  you?  Slave.  {Exit. 

Riot,  alone'. ]  I  muft  have  a  Defire  to  make  Cuckolds;  what  an 
agreeable  Defcription  have  I  had  from  both  Hands,  of  the  Cere¬ 
mony  of  my  Inauguration  ;  never  was  poor  Wittol  baited  more 
unmercifully,  and  never  Monfter  of  the  horned  Herd  more  hear¬ 
tily  defer v’d  it ;  my  Forehead  truly  is  as  finely  fpred  as  the  broad- 
eft  of  my  Neighbours.  Let  me  fee,  how  mail  I  make  a  faving 
Game  o’ this?  Arabella  is  in  the  Secret,  if  I  could  tempt  Volatil 
to  marry  her,  with  a  Promife  to  pay  all  her  Fortune,  it  would  ob¬ 
lige  her  to  keep  the  Secret  for  her  own  fake,  for  I  know  they  like 
one  another  ;  and  he  feems  fo  much  ravilli’d  with  his  laft  Night’s 
Entertainment,  he  may  perhaps  be  prevail’d  with  to  take  up  with 
his  own  fuppofed  Leavings.  However  the  Mony  may  weigh  with 
him  to  Out-ballance  her  imagin’d  Frailty:  It  IHall  be  fo:  I’ll  find 
him  out  andpropofe  the  thing  immediately.  What  a  lucky  Thought 
was  this  : 

I’ve  heard  of  Horns  that  have  been  tif  d  with  Gold ; 

But  ne'er  of  Horns  that  con'd,  like  mine ,  be  fold. 

Oh  were  this  Secret  known  to  th'  City  Herd ,  [fer'd. 

What  Groves  of  branching  Brows ,  might  be  like  Stocks  tranf- 


A  C  T  V.  SCENE!. 

SCENE  The  Street. 

Enter  Volatil  and  Riot. 

ELL  Si'r,  how  does  the  good  Lady  that  was  humbled 

in  your  Abfence  laft  Night— In  what  manner  did  flie 

receive  you  this  Morning  ? 

?  Riot,  ajidel]  What  a  Le&ure  am  I  to  ftand - it  begins  to  rife 

already - 1  doubt  I  lhall  never  be  able  to  hear  him  with  any 

.  temper.  ■  Ve% 


Vol. 
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Vol.  What,  Mute!  Tell  me,  did  ihe  feem  to  chide  you  with  a 
kind  confeffing  Languiihment ;  or  did  you  both,  in  filent  inexpre- 
five  Eloquence,  talk  over  the  mutual  Tranfport  with  your 
Eyes  — Or  did  floe  hide  thofe  little  Wanton  Cupids,  and  Blulh,  and 
turn  afide,  and  Sigh,  and  Smile,  when  ihe  met  you  ?  Or  perhaps 
Dropt  her  Glove  or  Handkerchief,  and  when  you  {looped  to  give 
it  her  darted  at  you  a  lidelong.  joyous  Glance— fuch  as  wou’d 
ftir  the  Blood  at  Ninety,  revive  the  Dead —  Faith  it  vexes  me 
heartily  to  think  you  have  the  Credit,  all  the  Glory  of  my  Night’s 
Work. 


i 
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Riot.  Quite  otherwife,  my  Friend;  ihe  is  as  peevifh  as  an  old 
Nun;  her  Reflection  follows  fo  clofe  at  the  Heels  of  her  Pleafure, 
ihe  has  now  no  Tafte  of  any  thing  but  the  Sin ;  ihe  talks  of  Fami  ¬ 
ly  Honour,  Religion  and  Reputation,  and  accufes  me  with  the 

Murther  often  thoufand  things  that  are  valuable - lire  weeps, 

and  cries  I  have  undone  her. 

Vol.  Poor  Creature ;  Let  me  undo  her  again  to  Night :  How  often 
cou’d  lire  be  content  to  be  fo  ruin’d  at  the  Price  of  her  Repentance — 
Pho,  pho,  they  all  whine  in  Ebbing  Blood ;  her  Sorrow  is  as  much 
the  Child  of  her  Complexion  as  her  Sin — You  fliou’d  have  kifs’d 
-  her,  Man,  kifs’d  her  heartily ;  and  then  flie  wou’d  have  clapt  her 
warm  Lips  to  yours,  and  forgot  that  Ihe  was  compos’d  of  any  thing' 

but  frail  Flefli  and  Blood - flie  has  Senfe  enough  to  know  ihe 

may  be  a  Saint,  when  flie  can’t  be  a  Sinner. 

Riot.  Then  you  think  her  Penitence  is  only  wore  for  Decency  ? 
Vol.  Like  new  Mourning,  it  becomes  clean  Linnen  and  a  fair 
Skin.  >  '  \  , 

Riot.  Poor  Arabella,  come  ufe  her  well,  flie  likes. you— I  know 
{he  does :  Tis  upon  your  Account  that  flie  is  thus  Melancholy. 

Vol.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Riot.  Why,  this  Morning  when  I  attempted  to  excufe  what  had 
been  done,  in  awkard  Mirth- - ihe  with  a  Flood  of  Tears  re¬ 

vealed  her  Love  for  you  — — That  ihe  had  lov’d  you  long,  but  by 

this  Aft  of  mine  was  become  wholly  unworthy - 1  don’t  know 

how  ’tis,  but  ihe  is  certainly  very  fond  of  you. 

Vol.  Go  on,  Sir,  to  your  Confequence - What  is  it?  - 

Riot.  Why,  I  know  thou  art  tender-hearted,  and  therefore  I 
did  not  tell  her  who  was  her  happy  Man. 

Vol.  ’Twas  wifely  conceal’d - -Now  I  remember  me,  I  was 

once  a  little  fmitten  with  her  Ladyihip  too— — 

Riot.  Nay,  ihe  likes  you  above  all  the  World. 

Vol.  And  yet  ihe  was  content  you  fliou’d,  above  all  the  World— 
Riot,  Come,  come,  conftder  the  poor  Laidy, 

-  Vol 


Relief  :  Ur* 


Vol.  What  wou’d  you  have  me  do? 

Riot.  WhatinConfcience  and  Honour  you’re  oblig’d  to;  Marry 
her.  ' 

Vol.  You’re  a  very  pleafant  Fellow,  ’Faith;  what.  Marry  a 
Strumpet  ?  '  ... 

Riot.  No,  no - that’s  too  hard  a  Word;  you  had  firft  Pofieffi- 

on,  and  I  dare  fwear  will  have  her  intirely  hereafter 


Vol.  W  hy,  dolt  thou  think  this  is  her  firft  Time — thou  canft  not 

fancy,  I  hope,  that  I  had  all  the  blooming  Virgin’s  Charms - -Oh 

he  allur’d  fome  happier  Lover  firft  poflefs’d  thatTreafure — I  found 
it  not,  my  Friend,  the  was  no  Maid 


Riot.  Torture— Hell — He  reads  it  in  myFace;  he  knows  I  am 
his  Cuckold -  [.Half  ajide. 


Vol.  Sir,  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

Riot.  A  fliooting  Pain  ftruck  thro’  my  Head  this  Moment ;  I 
thought  1  fiiou’d  have  fwooned. 

Vol.  Some  Qbftru&ien  o’the  Circulation ;  rub  your  Brows  with 
your  Hand,  ’twill  eafe  you. 

Riot.  My  Brows !  —Is  your  Defign  to  affront  me ;  I’ll  be  no  Man’s 
:er.  Keeep  my  Cap  o’  Maintainance  a  Secret,  Sir — or — • 

Vol.  What,  under  the  Government  o’ the  Moon !  Who  affronts 
you;  what  ails  you. 

Riot.  [  Afidef  Fool  - — -  Blockhead - Dotard - {hall  dif- 

cover  my  felf  and  ruin  all.  - - [To  Vol.]  Volatile  I  beg  Pardon,  I 

was  fo  difturb’d  with  Pain  I  knew  not  what  I  faid  — —Come, 


countable  Brute- 


come,  have  Charity ;  all  W omen  are  weak  by  Nature ;  forgive 
this  Frailty,  for  all  this  {he  may  prove  a  good  Wife. 

Vol.  1  don’t  doubt  it ;  ’twas  a  flulh  o’  the  Blood  only - -pure 

Accident. 

Riot.  Sir -  [ fngrily. 


Vol.  As  you  fay,  Ike  may  for  all  this  prove  a  good  Wife. 

Riot.  This  Ufage  is  Barbarous  and  Inhuman,  and  fince  you  know 
my  Misfortune,  ’tis  moil  in.’  '•cent  in  you  to  boaft  a  Lady’s  Fa¬ 
vours. 

Vol.  Whe’o —  Why  were  you  not  a  Privy-Counfellor  in  this 
Bufinefs  your  felf- — Nay  the  T)ire£ior  of  it — was  it  not  your  own 
Defire,  your  own  Appointment? 

Riot.  Damnation !  No  —you’ll  provoke  me  to  cut  your  Throat, 
without  giving  you  fair  Play  for  your  Life  — my  Appointment — 

my  Direaion - what,  to  make  my  felf  the  Mark,  the  Jeff  of  all 

Mankind - to  be  hooted  thro’  the  Streets  for  the  molt  unac- 


Vol. 


ki  be  timban&s  Lure.  7 Jf 

VbL  Why  did  you  not  consider  rhefe  Things  before  hand  ? 

Riot.  Confufion  !  You  know  ’twas  purely  accidental  ;  that  part 

of  it  which  was  otherwife  wa;s  my  good  Wife’s  Contrivance - 1, 

thank  h  r  for  it - 

Vol  Your  Wife’s  Contrivance! 

Riot  Ay - Curfe  on  your  Biflimulation. 

Vol.  So,  I  find  I  am  reafoning  with  a  poor  Wretchi  whofe  Misfor¬ 
tune  *ri$  to  have  too  much  Blood - -Breath  a  Vein,  and  Shave,  and 

you’ll  have  quite  another  Senfe  of  the  Honour  of  your  Family. 

Riot.  This  is  too  courfe  a  Jeff,  d*  ye  mind  it;  it  flings  home- — - 
Beware - you  know  I  am  now  a  dangerous  Creature, 

Vbl.  Pox  o’  your  Spanifo  Pride— —  Poifon  your  Wife,  and  Mar- 
|  ry  the  young  Sinner  your  felf —  Til  wear  none  of  your  caft  Wardrobe. 

You  may  convert  Madam  Arabella  into  Madam  Riot,  if  you  pleafe.— ■ 

1  I’ll  not  change  her  Name,  I  allure  you - 

Riot.  Arabella\  ay,  he  means  Arabella  all  this  while  5  if  I  could 
yet  be  calm,  tho*  my  Blood  boils,  ferments  to  Madnefs;  if  I  can  keep 
myTemper  Imay  befafe,  for  he  knows  not  yet  it  was  my  Wife.  \_Afide. 

Vol.  Good- buy  to  you,  Sir  5  when  you  pleafe  to  recall  that  banifh’d 
thing  your  Reafon,  I'll  converfe  with  you  again  ;  in  the  mean  time 
keep  your  Stale  Ware  for  a  Country  Chap-- — -I  am  London  bred. 

Riot,  Stay,  dear  Volatile  we  have  mifunderftood  one  another all  this 
while,  and  'twas  by  my  Error--  I  am  forry  for  it —  Forgive  me. 

Vol.  What  a  pretty  Creature  is  Man,  when  he  hops  up  and  down 
without  his  Senfes? 

Riot.  Ay,  I  was  difttsrb’d  with  a  Family- Affair —  We  Husbands, 
you  know,  can’t  always  be  in  Humour —  wou’d  not  Mony  make  np 
this  Affair  between  you  and  my  Kinfvvoman  ? 

Vol.  Mony  makes  Peace,  War,  every  thing. 

Riot.  I’ll  give  thee  10000/.  and  Marry  her,  only  to  patch  up  this 
Family  Breach,  and  to  fatisfie  the  Inclination  I  have  to  ingraft  you 
1  into  our  Blood. 

Vol.  Let  meconfider - •  10000/.  and  take  the  Girl  with  all  her 

Faults?  Ay  — -  well,  my  Horns  will  be  tipt  with  Gold  at  leaft,  and 
form’d  by  my  own  Chizell —  but  in  whole  Hands  is  this  Mony  ? 

Riot.  Inmines  nay,  ’tis  her  own  Fortune;  but  for  all  that  I  never 
defign’d  to  part  but  with  5000/.  a  great  deal  of  Mony  only  to  fodr 
der  a  crack'd  Reputation. 

Vol.  Here's  my  Hand,  I’llconfider  no  further  $  is  flie  prepar'd  > 

Riot.  Leave  that  to  me.  Vol.  No  more. 

!  Enter  Horatio. 

■  Horatio ,  I  congratulate  you  upon  the  Recovery  pf  your  Liberty-*-*— 

Riot.  And  your  Friend. 

'•  -  v  ■  hbrl 


Hor.  Thank-you,  Gentlemen - They  were  two  Bleffings  I  always 

held  dearer  than  my  Life—  I  have,  in  this  troublefom  Affair,  been 
very  ill  ufed  by  an  old  Cent .  perCent .  Rafcal.  , 

Pol.  So  we  heard  $  Sir  T rift  mm  Cajh. 

Hor .  The  fame,  but  I  have  him  at  this  time  in  my  Power.-—  You 
know  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  an  empty  Garret  in  your  Houfet 
where  lam  forming  my  Revenge —  and  ihou’d  be  oblig’d  to  you  for 
your  Afliftance  to  it  — — 

Riot .  I  wou’d  ferve  you  with  all  my  Heart,  but  I  am  at  prefent  ob¬ 
lig’d  to  attend  my  own  Affairs. 

Vol .  Command  me,  Sir,  I  am  ready  to  wait  on  you. 

Riot .  This  way  them  Til  open  to  you  the  whole  Bufinefsas  we  go. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Riot’s  Houfe. 

’Sir  Triftmm  difcover'd  as  in  a  Trifon  >  Horatiobr  Servant  with  him 

like  a  Goaler, 

Sir  Trift.  What,  may  I  not  have  the  privilege  of  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper? 

*  Serv.  No -  Sir  Trift.  Nor  fend  toa  Friend?  Serv.  No, Sir. 

Sir  Trift.  What,  not  a  Meffage  to  John  Ledger ,  my  J  ourney man  ? 

Serv.  You  are  not  to  hear  from  nor  fee  any  Body,  without  a  parti¬ 
cular  Warrant  from  Above  — —  j 

Sir  Trift.  From  Above!  You  have  no  Warrant  from  Above,  I  am 

fure,  to  Murther  a  Man —  What?  Where’s  our  Liberty  and- - - 

Serv .  Mention  that  Word  again,  and  I’ll  clap  200  weight  of  Iron 
upon  you.  What,  wou5d  you  break  Prifon? —  i’ll  nail  you  down  at 
your  full  length  upon  the  Floor,  and  not  fufferaLimb  of  you  to  wag$ 

how  now,  what,  wou’d  you  break  Prifon? - 

Sir  Trifl.  Prithee  don’t  fnap  up  a  Bodyfo,  I  have  nodelign  to  break 
your  Prifon,  Friend*  but  to  be  catch’dhereallon  a  fudden,  and  clapt 
uplikeafinging  Bird  in  a  dark  Cage,  for  one  does  not  know  what  or 
wherefore,  I  do  fay  there  is  no  fuch  thing  as  Liberty. 

Serv.  Bloody  minded  obftinate  Traytor*  his  arrogant  Spirit  is  not 
to  be  conquer’d  by  a  Prifon — -  I  dare  not  truft  him,  here  Muzzle , 

Lockit - Where  are  you  ?  Bring  out  your  Hand-cuffs  and  your 

heavieft  Derbies - -What,  I  warrant  we  lhal!  tame  you - 

Sir  Trift.  Tame  me*  ay,  I  am  not  fo  wild - -  You  won’t  be  fo 

unreafonaole  after  all  to  Fetter  me,  Pray,  dear  Mr.  Keeper - 

Serv..  Look  ye  how  he  threatens  with  his  Looks,  I  (hall  have 
him  attack  me  in  my  own  Goai:  Why,  where  are  you  there?  [Enter 
two  other  Servants  with  Hand-cuffs  and  Irons.’]  Equip  him,  equip 
him ‘intently;  we  are  not  faffc  while  this  Confpirator  has  the  ufe  of 

-  ;  .  •  "  his 


”  —rne^wumrrcmr  r; 

his  L  iir/c  s ;  fo,  very  well  ■ —  Sir,  I  lhall  make  my  Report  how  info- 
lcntly  you  have  behav’d  your  felf, 

^  Sir  Trijl.  Infolent!  Whac does  the  Knave  mean?  No  Man  is  of  a  „ 
meeker  Spirit  in  Advcrfity,  tho’  I  fay  it:: — •  Ah  !  my  Sins  have  over-^ 
taken  meal  thought  to  have  rode  before ’em  full  fpeed  toRepentance, 

bit  I  ftumbled  and  fell  acrofs  my  ill  Fortune - - 

Enter  Volatil. 

Vol.  to  Serv.  Where’s  your  Prifoner? 

Serv.  There  Sir,  heavy  loaden  with  Cares  and  cold  Iron. 

Vol.  Penfive  as  a  defpairing  Loyer - W  hat,  chain’d  down. 

Sir  Trijlrum\  Why  .they  have  fi>;ed  as  much  Iron  to  keep  you  at 
Anchor  as  wou’d  hojd  a  Firft  Rate  Man  o’  War. 

Sir  Trijl.  Ah  Mr.  Volatile  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee. you ;  Ay, 
that  Rogue  in  Whiskers  there  fays  he  fears  I  lhall  break  loofe,  fo 
he  has  fecur’d  me  from  running  away,  by  loading  me  with  more 
than  I  can  carry;  Odd  I’d  give  half  my  Ellate  to  have  that  Hang- 
Dog’s  Throat  cut- — r-I’d  fling  that  Sin  into  the  Scale,  and  repent 
|  in  Grofs  — j- 

Vol.  Sir  Trijl  rum,  ’tis  not  decent  for  a  Man  in  your  Condition 

to  talk  thus - Vulgar  Opinion  has  hang’d  and  quarter’d  youal- 

ready,  and  that  I  can  allure  you  is  frequently  a  fhrewd  Forerun¬ 
ner  of  publick  Jullice, 

Sir  Trijl.  [angrilyj  Flang’d  —  for  what?  Quarter  me-— where¬ 
fore?  W  hat  a  pox,  is  a  Man  to  be  trull  up  and  carv’d  out  here, 
without  Convidtion,  Jury,  Tryal,  Judge  or  Evidence- — Inlhort, 
you  are  my  Friend,  Mr  .Volatil,  and  you  can’t  imagine  how  it  goes 
againft  me.  [Sobbing. 

Vol.  I  own  I  am  not  much  furpriz’d — You  were  always  a  little 
JacobitiJbly  inclin’d ;  now  a  Jacobite  is  a  difafFedled  Perfon,a  difaf- 
fedled  Perfon  may  poffibly  be  a  Traitor ;  and  aTraitor  mull  be  hang’d. 

Sir  Trijl.  What  do  you  tell  me  of  your  Dog’s  Logick — I’m  as 
loyal  a  Perfon  as  your  felf,  and  I’d  have  you  to  know  it. - - 

Vol.  It  may  be  fo,  but  they  have  fworn  home. 

Sir  Trijl.  What  have  they  fworn?  ’Tis  irnpoffible.  [Very  angry. 

Vol.  Nay  Sir,  you  are  fo  pallionatc !  I  came  to  ferve  you,  but 
if  you’re  angry,  farewel. 

Sir  Trijl.  Dear,  dear  little  Vol.  I  won’t  be  paflionate;  tho’  you 
know  it  wou’d  trouble  one  —  What,  what  is  there  againft  me? 

Vol.  Some  Informers  have  depos’d  upon  Oath  that  you  have, 
for  two  Years  pall,  kept  a  conllant  Correfpondence  with  France, ; 
and  produced  feveral  of  your  Letters  to  prove  it ;  which  having  been 
compar’d  with  fome  Papers  fiez’d  at  your  Houfe,dobothftrengthen 
and  confirm  their  Evidence.  - — r —  , 

"  '  '  '  '  . .  "  ‘  Sir 


I 
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Ihe  Wijes  Rektf :  Ur> 


Sir  Trijl.  Here’s  Roguery  now;  here’s  a  fine  Piece  of  Art; 
Mr.  Volatil,  I  am  as  innocent - 


'Vol.  I  fuppofe  you  defign  to  plead,  Not  Guilty. 

Sir  Trijl. [In  a  TaJJion'] — Not  Guilty,  Sir?  Yes  I  do;  what,wou’d 
you  have  me  confefs  what  I  know  nothing  of  —  Yes,  I  think  I  Khali 
pleads  Not  Guilcy. 

Vol.  You’re  mightly  out  of  Temper,  Sir  Trijl  rum-,  I’ll  wait  on 
you  again,  when  this  Ruffle  of  your  Spirits  is  a  little  quieted  — 

Sir  Trijl.  Ah  for  Goodnefs  fake  don’t  leave  me  with  old  Grim 
there;  I  wou’d  not  be  with  him  another  Hour  for  my  whole  E- 
ftate  —  Give  me  your  Advice  a  little ;  what  think  you,  wou’d  not 
a  convenient  Sum  of  round  ready  Gold,  handfomly  difpofed,  flip 
this  Halter? 

Vol. There  can  be  no  Hopes  in  a  treafonable Cafe, fuch  asyours; 
for  your  Eftate’s  forfeited ;  and  when  you’re  executed,  you  know 
that  comes  in  courfe  among  the  Courtiers. 

Sir  Trijl.  I’ll  hang  my  felf,  bribe’  a  Jury  before  hand  to  bring 

me  in  Lunatick,  and  bite  ’em  all - -I’ll  difpofe  of  my  Perfon 

and  my  Eftate  too. 

Vol.  Oh  fie,  now  you  forget  you  are  a  Chriftian 


Sir  Tri.  You  fee  I  am  frighted  out  o’  my  Senfes,  and  you’re  in¬ 
quiring  into  my  Religion  — - 1  tell  you  I  am  horribly  vex’d 


Indeed  Mr  Volatil  [Sobbingl]  ’tis  a  ve~very,  ha-hard  cafe  to  be 

taken  off  as  it  were  in  the  very  Flo-Flower  of  ones  Age - 

Enter  Horatio  difguii’d. 


V >1  to  Her.  Sir  William  Beaumien,  your  Servant ;  what  Chari¬ 
table  Intention  brings  you  to  this  Place  of  Melancholy?  I  know 
you  are  ever  mofi  induftrioufly  watchful  ofOpportunities  to  do  good. 
Her.  I  came  hither  to  ferye  a  poor  Gentleman  in  Affliction, 

one  Si  Trijlrum  Cajh 


Sir  Trijl.  lam  he;  you’ll  excufe  Ceremony;  you  feel  am  in 
Bonds ;  well,  dear  Sir,  what  Hope,  what  Comfort  have  we  ? 

Hor.  Why,  1  think  I  have  Intereft  enough  to  beg  off  the  Body 

from  the  Anatomy  of  the  Executioner- - 

Vol.  And  you  generoufly  undertake  it  ? 

Hor.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  Trijl .  {Staring  at  him, ]  Sir  ! 

Hor.  No  Body  fhall  fee  your  Infide,and  that  I  think  is  aFavour. 
Sir  Trijl.  Pox  o’ your  Favours,  Sir  —  I  defire  none  o’  your  Fa¬ 
vours,  I  believe  you  are  a  Rogue.— 

Hor.  Alas!  He  has  no  Senfe  of  Religion,  he  will  dye  hard  ; 
come,  1 11  go  further  yet.  I’ll  fend  a  Friend  6’  mine  to  you ;  a 

TilfH  rJlat  mollifie  that  ftubborn  Heart,  and  bring  you  to 
Reflection -  ,  -  Sir  Trift. 


/ 
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Sir  Trift.  I’ll  ha’  none  o’  your  Parfon,  I’ll  dye  a  Papift  firft  •' 
What  have  you  to  do  with  my  Body,  or  my  Principles?  You’re 
an  impertinent  Fellow —  A  Parfon !  — no,  I  hope  ’tis  not  to  come 
to  that  yet.  , 

Hor.  Shall  I  fend  an  Undertaker  to  you  ?  You  may  order  your 
own  Funeral,  1  fuppofe,  you  wou’d  have  the  Corps  privately  and 
decently  interr’d. 

Sir  Trift.  [In  a  violent  Pajjion. ]  Get  out  o’the  Room,  or  I’ll  beat 
your  Brains  about  your  Ears  with  my  Irons  —  What,  do  you  come 

here  to  mock  me?  I’ll —  I’ll - 

Vol.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  Trijirunr,  if  you  are  fo  furious  we  mull 
call  your  Keeeper ;  and  you  know  he  has  a  rough  way  of  treating 
Folks  that  are  paffionate. 

Sir  Trift.  Oh  !  don’t  let  Grim  come;  I’ll  bear  any  thing. 

Hor.  Come  be  patient.  Sir —  1  beg  your  Pardon  for  mention¬ 
ing  your  Mortality  fo  abruptly—  But  if  you'll  be  rul’d  by  me,  I 
have  fome  Hopes  ’tis  in  my  Power  to  fave  your  Life  too — 

Sir  Trift.  I  open  both  my  Ears —  Do.  what  you  will  with  me, 
get  me  hut  out —  l  •  ' 

Hor.  In  the  firft  place,  you  declare  you  never  were  in  any  Con¬ 
trivance  againft  the  Government. 

Sir  Trift.  Never—  never — I  can  fay  it  with  a  fafe  Confidence.  ■ 
Vol.  I’ll  Anfwer  for  him  Sir  William ,  his  Meditations  never 
went  deeper  than  Tare  and  Tret,  Debtor  and  Creditor - ex¬ 

cept  an  awkard  Elopement  or  two  out  o’  that  Road  for  the 
good  of  his  Family,  which  have  fucceeded  accordingly. 

Hor.  At  what  Price  now  wou’d  you  buy  your  Life  and  Li¬ 
berty  ?  V 

Sir  Trift.  Have  you  a  Commiflion  to  fell  ’em  ? 

Hor.  i  have. 


Sir  Trift.  I’ll  give  you  a  hundred  Guineas,  or  a  hundred  and 
fifty,  when  I  am  fecure.  S 

Hor.  Lookee,  Sir — thefe  are  your  only  Conditions ;  you  mult 
;  fign  this  Inftrument  for  5-000  l.  payable  to  me  or  my  Order,  if  I 

»  fave  you  ;  and  I’ll  Counterfign  this  to  pay  the  fame  Value  to  your 

I  Heirs,  if  I  do  not -  . 

Sir  Trift.  ’Tis  a  bitter  Pill —  but  I  will  know  what  Method  you 
take  firft.  -  '  ■  c  ■  ' 

Hor  Well,  Mr.  Volatil  is  a  Gentleman,  and  won’t  ufe  it  to 
my  Difadvantage,  therefore  I’ll  tell  you ;  there  are  a  Couple  of 
Villains  who  had  a  violent  Inclination  to  fqueeze  ioooo  /.  out  of 
you,  and  falfly  accus’d  you  to  terrifie  you  out  of  fuch  a  Sum  ; 
now  I  have  been  accidentally  inform’d  of  their  Tranfaftions,  and 

I  z  think 
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think  I  may  innocently  fave  your  Life,  and  carve  a  Fortune  for  my 
felf  out  of  the  Occafion  —  For  I  am  a  Gentleman,  and  mull:  eat. 

Sir  Trift.  Ay,  this  is  the  true  Cant  of  a  Highwayman  ;  tho’  my 
Heart  is  lighter  by  a  Pound  or  two. 

Vol.  But  if  he  ligns  your  Demands,  what  Affurance  has  Sir 
Triftrnm  that  the  other  Evidence  won’t  be  believ’d  ? 

Hor.  They  are  convift  of  Perjury  on  Record ;  which  I  will  pro¬ 
duce,  and  difqualifie  ’em  asWitnefies. 

Sir  Trifi.  [With  Joyi]  I  am  glad  to  hear  it  with  all  my  Heart— 
now  I  won’t  give  you  a  Groat  :  Mr.  Volatil  fhall  bear  Witnefs  of 
the  whole  Roguery,  and  I’ll  fwinge  you  all.  -  .  y 

Vol.  How !  I’ll  rather  join  in  every  thing  they  can  fwear  againfi 
you,  and  fee  you  tuck’d  up  before  your  own  Door  :  What,  now 
he  has  generoufly  open’d  the  Truth,  wou’d  you  leave  him  wi  thout 
his  Reward  ? 

Hor.  I  thank  you  Sir - -  you  adl  like  a  Gentleman  —  I 

cou’d  not  trull  him — • —  you’ll  think  on’t,  Sir— — - 

Vol.  Sir  Triflrum  yours.  [Gsino. 

Sir  Trifi.  W  hen  lhall  I  have  my  Liberty  then  ? 

Hor.  As  foon  as  the  Matter  can  be  laid  before  our  Su¬ 
periors. 

Sir  Trifi.  W  ell - give  me  the  Pen  and  Ink,  I’ll  figo ;  but 

where’s  yours  ? 

Hor.  Here— —  when  you  have  fign’d  we’ll  change  ’em. 

[dVr  Trift.  figns,  they  change  the  Infirnments. 

Hor.  [ Flinging  off  his  ‘Difgttife. ]  Here,  who  waits  —  What 
is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  Do  you  imprifon  Sir  Trifir  urn,  when  he 
comes  to  fee  his  Friends  here?  Unload  his  Legs  inrtantly;  urn- 
manacle  his  Hands- — -open  thofe  Windows,  and  let  him  Breath 

a  little  wholefom  Air, -  What,  do  you  fhut  him  up  in  a  dark 

Room,  as  if  he  were  not  Mailer  of  his  Reafon  - - Defire  the 

Company  below  to  walk  up  ;  tell  ’em  Sir  Triflrum  is  at  Liberty, 
and  weil ;  ’twas  a  falfe  Rumour  of  his  being  under  the  Power  of 
the  Moon.  - 

Sir  Trifi.  [Staring  about .]  So— fo— the  Dream  is  out;-— You 
then  are  my  worthy  Friend  Horatio—  this  I  prefume  may  be  fome 
back  Garret - and  Grim  there  I  perceive  is  my  old  Acquain¬ 
tance  John  Howd’ye -  I  have  heen  your  Prifoner  all  this  while 

- how - is  it  not  fo -  nay  I  may  be  miftaken^ - ’tis 

odd,  very  odd  and  whimfical,  in  truth - — 

Hor.  You  know,  moll  worthy  Knight,  there  was  a  Vilit  of  this  - 
kind  owing. 

Sir  Trifi. 
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Sir  Triji.  Ay  ;  you  love  to  pay  your  Debts- - Heath  ye,  give 

me  that  foolilh  piece  of  Paper  back  again,  and  it  ihail  go  for  an 
innocent  Frolick  only- - d’ye  hear. 

Hor,  I’ll  not  difpofe  it  out  o’the  Family  ;  for  tho’  twas  given 
under  Force,  as  ’ns  only  a  Conveyance  of  your  Neice’s  Fortune, 
which  fire  has  a  juft  Title  to,  the  Security  is  good. 

Enter  Teraminta,  Aurelia  and  Valentine. 

-  Sir  Triji.  There  is  fuch  a  thing  as  Magna  Chart  a,  and  Common 
Law  and  Equity,  &e.  and  Ml  lay  out  20000  /.  in  Revenge,  I  will 
- - what - a  Man  of  Subftance  mull  not  walk  abroad  with¬ 
out  a  Guard  at  this  rate  ;  ay,  if  this  is  fuffer’d  ;  odd,  I’lr  poifon 

you:  Blow  you  up -  fhoot  you  in  the  Back;  I  Challenge  you 

to  fight  me. 

VoL  Curb  your  Choler,  old  Friend,  ’tis  to  little  Purpofe  here ; 

thefe  are  all  Confpirators  that  are  prefent - Grim  may  Lock 

you  up  again,  there  he  is ;  if  you’ll  be  generous,  and  flay  to  give 
your  Neice  iniMarriage  with  that  Gentleman,  you’ll  be  a  welcome 
Gueft.  1  find  Horatio  has  only  oblig’d  you  to  pay  her  the  Fortune 
her  Father  left  her. 

Sir  Triji.  So  then,  the  Mony  is  to  go  that  way ;  that  is  better 
indeed  than  1  expedted  — -  You  are  a  parcel  of  confederating  Gz- 
nary Birds, and  I’ll  bring  a  Bill  in  Chancery  againft  you  of  tenThou- 
fand  Sheets  of  Paper,  which  Ihail  plague  you  all  for  fixteen  Ge¬ 
nerations.  [Exit  Sir  Trift. 

Hor.  to  Val.  W elcome  my  Valentine,  my  much  wrong’d  Friend ; 
Can  you  forgive  the  riotous  Excefs 
That  made  my  Hand  rebel  againft  my  Heart, 

And  hurt  my  Brother  ? 

Val.  Believe  it  a  tumultuous  Dream;  no  more; 

Remember  n.ot  that  Night,  when  Rage  and  Wine 
Govern’d  fair  Reafon’s  Seat.  Fools  that  we  are. 

To  think  our  felves  Infpir’d,  when  we’re  Polfels’d,  "  ,  . 

And  take  the  raving  'Damon  for  a  God - — 

Hor.  That  Wound  my  Hand  has  made  my  Heart  Hull  cure  ; 
Behold,  my  Valentine ,  thy  fmiling  Stars 
Have  wrought  thy  Happinefs  from  thy  Misfortune ; 

Take  Teraminta  then,  and  with  her  this  [ Gives  the  Tater, 

That  is  her  Dowry - -  which  that  you  may  equal. 

I’ll  double  all  her  Fortune  with  my  own; 

That  Sum  may  make  you  ealier  than  much  more. 

And  fcreen  you  both  from  Envy  and  Contempt, 

Vol  Great  Generous  Mind,  accept  (what  I  maft  i  iu'Oi 
To  think  '  only  have  to  give)  my  Thanks.  . 
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But  Gratitude,  long  as  my  Life,  fhall  wait  If 

Sollicitous  to  Heav’n  for  endlefs  Bleflings.  jf 

This  Virtuous  Maid  fhall  join  her  guilelefs  Vows,  1 

And  beg  a  Guard  of  Angels  for  your  Bounty  3  |r 

Nor  think  thefe  empty  Words,  a  worthlefs  Gift)  1 

From  the  touch’d  Heart  they  fall - -dearer  than  Gold:  I] 

For  all  that  he  requires,  or  we  can  pay,  | 

To  the  Firjt  Mover ,  is  but  Pray’r  and  Praife.  | 

VoL  Well  Gentlemen,  I  find  you’re  going  to  fee  bound  for  Life.  | 
Pray  give  me  leave  to  bring  my  Partner  into  the  Dance  too ;  this  is  i 
the  Critical  Minute  for  Lovers,  and  I  don't  doubt  I  fhall  fucceed —  || 
If  you’ll  go  down  and  fup  with  me,  we’ll  have^  Chorus  of  Weddings, 
and  make  a  merry  Night  on’t.  ;  [ Exeunt .  | 

SCENE  III.  Riot 's-Houfe.-  I 

Enter  Cynthia  and  Arabella.  ] 

Arab.  Laud  Coufm,  you  can't  advife  me  to  Marry  this  Fellow. 

Cynth.  Indeed  Coufin  but  I  do.  J 

Arab.  For  what  Reafon  ?  *  J 

Cynth.  Becaufe  you’ll  be  very  angry  if  I  don’t. 

Arab.  Pho’ - 

Cynth.  Tis  a  ftrange  thing  you  (hou’d  confefs  his  Image  is  fcrawl’d 
in  Cyphers  all  over  your  Hearr,  and  yet  fancy  that  it  won’t  brighten 
outwards  in  your  Complexion,  and  your  Difcourfe  — .  Your  Difeafe 
is  in  the  Blood,  Child)  don’t  wonder  then  if  it  makes  a  Hurry  in 
your  Spirits,  and  a  Flutter  in  your  Face. 

Arab .  What  if  he  proves  a  bad  Husband? 

Cynth.  Then  you  are  to  be  the  But t  of  his  ill  Nature  for  Life, 
that’s  all.  Here  he  is,  I’ll  leave  you  ;  you  may  agree  to  play  the 
Fool  as  I  have  done,  if  you  think  fit.  [Ex/t  Cynthia. 

Enter  Volatil. 

Vol.  You  fee,  Madam,  among  the  Crowd  of  thofe  Chain’d  Ani¬ 
mals,  that  grace  your  Chariot- Wheels,  I  too  take  my  conftant  Tour 
of  Duty. 

Arab .  What,  here’s  a  fine  Speech  a  coming  *  ftifle  it  if  it  be  pof- 
iibie^  I  confefs,  Mr.  Volatile  l  am  cloy'd  with  rich  Proteftations  s 
Experience  obliges  me  to  believe,  that  fuperfluous  Complements* 
and  ftrong  Perfumes,  are  generally  wore  to  difguife..  bad  Defi^as* 
and  ill  Smells.  *  5  * 

Vol.  Will  you  have  plain  Dealing,  Madam  •  that’s  the  fliortett 
way  to  a  readable  Hearr.  '  ?  '  ■ 

Arab.  By  all  means  ;  I  Chou’d  take  fomething  to  mortifie _ For 

if  one  muft  be  humbled  into  a  Wife,  one  wou’d  do  it  by  Decrees  • 

.  j  \aaoL 
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fometime  or  other  it  mult  "be,  and  a  little  Self-denial  will  be  a  good 
Preparative. 

VoK  Malice,  quick- lighted  as  it  is,  can  find  no  Fault  in  you, 
nor  common  to  ne  belt  and  brigh:eft  of  your  Sex,- 

Arab.  You  fhou’d  have  a  Care  how  you  let  your  Miftrefs  know 
her  Faults;  indeed  we  generally  believe  you  have  fo  much  Reafon 
when  'you  Praife  us, ,  that  we  rarely  can  perfwade  our  felves  to  think 
you  in  the  wrong  when  you  make  Love  to  us,  and  therefore  you 
catch  us  as  Boys  do  Birds,  with  the  Whittle  we  delight  in  •  you 
cunningly  make  us  giddy  with  good  Words,  and  while  the  Vertigo 
laftjg  you  know  every  thing  turns  with  us. 

Vbl .  Since  you  have  Courage  enough  to  hear  ir,  I  cou’d  tell  you 
j|  in  Homefpun  Truth,  that  all  the  Habits  of  your  Mind,  the  Affedli- 
;  ons  of  your  Sou!,  are  with  me  the  Captives  of  your  Beauty  ,*  like 
them.  Madam,  I  fhou’d  make  a  faithful  Subjeft,  but  an  ill  Slave  5 
I  How  much  purer  wou’d  your  Piety  be,  were  your  Thoughts  never 
rak  n  off,  to  make  fome  trifling  idle  Conqueft,  from  their  AddrefTes 
to  Heaven  ^  how  difintcrefted  your  Charity,  how  indulgent  your 
I  Benevolence,  how  Angelically  Infpiring  wou’d  that  Divine  Form  ap- 
;  pear,  did  not  the  little  Arts  of  your  Sex,  the  buifie  Mechanifm  of 
vulgar  Paint  and  Earth,  call  off  your  Noble  Mind  from  the  worthy 
Offices  or  its  Nature,  to  attend  the  Triumphs  of  your  Eyes. 

Arab  And  all  this  is  in  plain  Britijh  thus ;  Prithee  Arabella,  think 
no  more  of  a  Crane,  Chariot,  and  Flanders* Mares 5  but  provide  an 
!  Equipag  o‘;  good  Senfc.  1  he  Vertues  of  the  Soul,  are  the  hrighteft 

|  Ornaments  of  the  Body -  I  find,  like  other  Fhilofophers^  you 

|  Preach  Poverty  for  Gain.  ,  a  v 

VoL  i  o  wn  I  cou’d  retire  with  thee,  with  thee  alone,  into  the  re- 
moteft  Corner  of  the  Earth,  be  in  the  mo  ft  Romantick  manner  thine, 
renounce  Mankind  *  yes,  all  the  weighty  Trifles  of  this  World, 
where  Fools  and  Knaves  by  Craft  and  Fortune  rule  ;  and  give  up 
all  my  Hours  to  Love  and  thee. 

Arab  We  11-chofen  Flattery - -  I  can’t  help  faying,  Volatile  that 

you  have  lo  'g  had  many  Friends  within  — but  now  they  all  tu- 
mulcuoufly  declare  I  muft  be  yours  — — —  you  are  Proclaim’d  my 
Mafter.-,  .  V 


Vo! .  Thus  let  me  thank  thee,  thus  in  circlingjoys  [Embracing  her. 

May  each  fucceeding  Hour  fill  the  laft, 

Arab .  Prithee  ufe  me  kindly,  Volatil ;  for  notwithftanding  thefe 

Raptures - -the  Tables  are  turning,  and  I  muft  be  yourObedienc— * 

But  did  you  think  I  ever  fhoifd  be  yours  ? 

VoL  Yes,  I  always  believed  it  j  but  I  have  been  contra&ed  to  you 

this  half  Hour - -  have  a  Bond  for  your  Fortune,  and  the  Content 

of  your  Guardian.  v  ~  Arab* 
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Arab.  He  is  a  Thoughdefs  Wretch  i  bat  I  think  he’s  punch’d  for  ; 
his  ill  Nature,  v:.  If  ,  .  ■ '  p  :  :■  .  ;  %  j 

Vol.  This  is  his  Contrivance,  to  make  you  amends  for  lad  Night’s 
Difappointmenr,  My  Dear,  let  us  difpacch  this  Bufinefs  *  he  may 
change  his  Mind  :  I  fee  him  coming. 

Arab.  Laud,  I  tremble  fo  I  am  ready  to  fink  j  but  you  nruft  do 
what  you  will  with  me.  [Exeunt  Arab,  and  Volatil. 

Enter  Riot  dime. 

Riot  There  they  go — this  may  perhaps  confirm  him  in  the  Opinion 
Arabella  was  his  Bed-fellow,  and  keep  off  the  Sufpicion  from  my 
Wife,  who  is  ftill  honed  in  the  Belief  that  I  only  embrac’d  her — — 

So,  fo,  my  Brows  are  finooth  again) - No  Body  knows  it  but  my 

fclf — —  yet,  how  can  he  think  he  play’d  the  Wanton  with  Ara¬ 
bella - •  She’s  a  Virgin - Tortures!  Plagues!  befides,  that  Vir¬ 

tuous  Girl  will  clear  her  felf  from  all  Sulpicion.  Then  it  comes  out. 
Why  then  I  have  done  nothing:  Yes,  1  have  advanc’d  the  Man  that 

Grafted  thefe  large  Horns- - Vexation!  parted  with  ioooo /.  and 

am  as  very  a  Cuckold  as  before - 

Enter  Horatio,  Valentine,  Aurelia,  Teraminta^.W  Cynthia. 

Hor .  Mr.  Riot ,  where’s  your  Friend  and  his  Bride  ?  j 

Riot .  My  Friend,  Sir? -  j 

Hor .  Ay,  we  are  made  Couples  for  Life,  and  are  come  to  take  a 
Dance  with  you - wc  are  jud  join’d  together.  j 

Riot .  Don’t  mock  me,  Sir  5  every  Man  may  be  a  Monder  that’s 
Married. 

Hor.  He’s  mightily  out  of  Humour,  drangly  alter’d. 

Riot.  A’ter’d  !  Cynth.  What  s  the  Matter,  my  Dear?  f! 

Riot.  Your  Folly,  Madam,  is  the  Difeafc,  and  your  Impertinence 
will  hardly  prove  the  Cure - 

Cynth.  [afide. ]  Horns  come  as  hard  as  Teeth,  I  find^ - Qh  how 

it  works  within  him. 


Enter  Volatil  and  Arabella. 

Voh  Who  wifhes  us  Joy,  and  a  bundle  of  Boys  the  fird  Night  ? 
Cynth ,  Married  ! 

Vol.  Fad  as  the  Pried  cou’d  tie  us- - What,  in  the  Dumps,  Riot  ? 

Riot.  [Sullenly  to  his  Wife."]  Wife - 

Vol .  ['Privately  to  Riot]  Ay,  do,  let  her  know  the  whole  Story $ 
’twill  add  wonderfully  to  your  Contrivance 3  and  give  her  a  fenfible 
Satisfaction. 


Riot.  Wife,  you’re  a  Who*re.  Vol.  Ah  !  No  bug  Words.-; 

Riot.  Have  you  any  Property  here?  I’ll  make  a  Bill  of  Sale  of 
her  for  a  Doit.  j 

VoL  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Why  what  a  merry  Mortal  were  you,  to  take 

;  all’ 
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°!  all  this  Pains  to  bring  your  Wife  and  I  together:-- — ‘the  lead  Hint 
you  cou’d  have  given  me  wou’d  have  been  enough,-  I  am  not  hard¬ 
-hearted,  I. 

!  Arab .  You’re  a  pretty  Gentleman  indeed,  to  difappoint  a  Lady 
,  the  firft  Night — Cruel  Creature— you  fee  Sir,  now  I  have  got  me  a 
J ! brave  Fellow,  that  dares  undertake  his  Quarrels  without  a — Second. 
M  Riot.  Oon’s  you  are  a  Jilt,  a  very  Jilt. 

Vol.  Hold  gir, - confider  <he  is  my  Wife - — 

1 j  Riot.  Ay,  thank  Heav’n - "tis  the  only  Confolation  I  have - 1 

!  [forgot  to  Congratulate  you  i  in  Troth  I  am  heartily  glad  you  are 
'rMarried. 

Arab.  Hard-hearted  Man  ;  you  are  the  firft  Son  of  Venus  furc 
[that  ever  facrificed  his  Miftrefs  before  Pofteflion  * — —  if  I  remern- 

iber  right,  Sir,  you  had  a  mighty  Ambition  to  make  a  Cuckold - - 

f  Vol.  He  has  done  it,  Madam — —done  it  effeftualiy. 

i:  Arab.  I  cou’d  not  conccivetheGentlemandefign’d  to  Praftife  up- 

Ion  himfclf. 

|v  Vol.  No ’faith,  that  was  entirely  new- - ha!  ha! - 

I  Hor.  ’Twas  charitably  done  to  help  your  Friend  in  full  Blood  to 
Jan  agreeable  Bed-fellow,  without  charging  him  with  any  more  than 

I  the  guilt  of  Ample  Fornication - 

Vol.  That  was  all  I  intended,  you  are  my  Witnefs. 

Arab.  Barbarian!  Then  I  was  all  along  only  made  his  Property; 
lit  feems  he  defign’d  theFavour  only  for  Cynthia ,  and  you  for  hisPle- 
jnipo ;  ha !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Riot .  What,  Merry  with  the  Mufick  of  your  own  Chimes !- - 

ilovely  Ideot  ! 

Vol.  Cou’d  the  Wit  of  Man  have  contriv’d  to  have  given  a  Lady 
her,  Revenge  more  decently  ?  [Hor.  and  Vol.  holding  Riot.J 

Arab.  Ay,  without  her  Knowledge. 

Hor.  That  neither  her  Honour  nor  Confcience  fhou’d  be  touch’d. 
Arab.  And  yet  at  the  fame  time  to  oblige  his  Friend. 

Vol.  And  lave  his  Miftrefs. 

Hor.  To  puni(h  no  Body  but  himfelf- — — — 

Vol.  Perh  ips  he  wanted  an  Heir - — 

Arab.  And  being  Indolent,  or  Infufficient - 

Hor.  Was  a  dealing  one  in  this  Clandeftine  manner — - — 

Riot.  Curfes  confound  you — what,  muft  I  patiently  be  tied  to  a 

nd?  ' 

entleman  !  well,  111  engage  ’tis  a  Boy. 
doubt  the  Child  .will  live  to  be  a  Comfort  to  you. 

Sir,  you  are  a — - »  ; 

your  Choler  rifes  too  faft — — — 

>  Hay  in  his  Horns,  take  Care- — ^well,  we  can  all 
-  -  rr _ '"-IT  - _ reckon 
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reckon  for  you,  nine  Months  hence  your  Defign  will  be  compleat— 
Vol.  And  by  that  time  I’ll  engage  for  a  Counter-part  here,  to  my 

Work  of  laft  Night -  M- 

Arab,  Well,  Mr.  Riot  has  certainly  the  handfomeft,  eafieft,  out 

o’ the  way  manner  of  conferring  Obligations — - - 

Vol.  You,  Madam,  mu  ft  have  been  in  the  Secret  too,  or  Chance 
wou’d  have  been  Miftrefs  of  the  beft  part  of  the  Defign— — — 

Riot.  v»  a  calm ,  low  RaJJion7\  ’Twas  a  Miftake,  my  worthy 

Friend,  purely  a  Miftake - and  without  Defign,  believe  it - the 

Superfluity  only  of  that  very  good  Woman’s  Affedtion. 

Vol.  Nay,  then  I  don’t  wonder  you  are  out  of  Humour - -j 

Come,  hold  up  your  Head  Man,  let  your  Horns  become  you,  they 
are  of  the  neweft  Make*  for  (he  has  had  the  Pleafure  of  the  Fafly 

without  the  Guilt  of  the  Crime -  j 

Riot.  Sir,  you  may  be  pleafant,  as  pleafant  as  you  pleafe - but! 

Vol .  Why,  if  you  are  in  the  Road  to  Heaven,  don’t  be  angry 
with  your  Guide - 

Riot.  Sir,  Pll  be  Angry  when  and  with  whom  I  pleafe  — — — - 

if  I  am  a  Savage,  don’t  wonder  I  have  leap’d  the  Pales  of  Civility . 

As  for  that  Lady,  with  her  Works  of  Supererogation,  Pll  be  Divorc’d 

— — Unchain’d - that’s  fome  Comfort -  i 

Arab.  Why  are  you  fo  impatient  of  the  Marriage  Yroke - ob- 

ferve  him  a  4  little - -he  foams  at  the  Mouth,  and  looks  as  if  he 

wou’d  Bite  one—— 

Riot.  Harkee,  take  off  your  Paraquet  •,  your  Mifchief- making 

Monkey, - your  Wife,  Sir - ftieis  troublefom - 

Arab.  Poor  Man !  He  talks  and  flares  very  wildly  5  Mr.  Vola¬ 
tile  do  all  Husbands  in  his  Condition  make  juft  fuch  odd  Figures? — 
Vol.  Juft  fo,  ’till  the  thing  grows  Cuftomary*  Time  will  make 
it  eafie.  5 


Arab.  Then  you  think  he  will  be  tamer  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  ay,  he’ll  take  a  Houfe  in  the  City,  get  into  the  Herd, 

and  then  ’tis  nothing - -ha!  ha! - nay,  give  me  leave  to  laugh 

immoderately — -’faith  ’twas  a  pleafant  Miftake  *  I  did  you  the  Favour 
by  your  own  Confent,  at  your  own  Requeft^  you  know  it. 

Riot.  Tortures — —Racks- - Death - 1  can  be 


r  it  no  longer. 


- — — [Calmly r\  So  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  >  what,  i  perceive  you 

were  ail  invited  upon  theOccafion - well,  I  am*  I  own  I  am - 

that  pretty  Innocent  two-leg’d  Animal  call’d  a  Cuckold  *  I  confefs  it 

- - nay,  I  have  refin’d  upon  Cuckoldom  too,  and  found  out  a 

W  ay  to  make  a  Husband  aMonfter,  without  putting  a  fine  Lady  to 

the  expence  of  a  Blufli - For  this  Woman  is  wholly  Ouildefs— 

yes,  and  the  Gentleman  too— ask  'em  both dfes - [Tihi^Wife 

1  De 


!  *  7 he  tiusMncis  uure.  *sj~ 

Dem  your  Demurenefs - - ComeSir,  Draw*  Fll  cut  your  Throat 

to  begin,  and  prove  I  am  no!  tame  Brute. 

Hor.  ^Hold,  hold  Sir,  we  have  had  too  much  of  this  Sport  already. 

[  1  akes  his  Sword . 

Riot .  You  can’t  difarm  me  of  my  Horns,  I  have  thofe  Weapons 
I  ftill — •  [ Coming  up  toVol.  a  little  mare  compos' d7\  Mr.  Volatile  *cis 

unworthily  done  to  infult  me  thus,  and  lexpeft  youll  anfwer  it. 

Cynth.  [_Ajtde.~\  I  fuffer  with  him  now  *  methinks  his  difquieted 
Mind  difcovers  there  are  fome  Sparks  of  Love  and  Honour  yet  with¬ 
in  him  unextinguiflfd. 

Riot .  What!  to  be  the  publick  Ball  of  fcurril  Tongues*  a  By- 
Word  and  ajefl:  for  the  Mouth  ofevery  Sarcaftic  Knave— to  be  painted 
at,  and  diftinguiflied  by  my  Follies*,  Til  not  endure  ic,  no*  Ill  retire 
into  fome  remote  private  Corner  of  the  Country,  where  I  may  never 
hear  of  my  own  Vices,  or  that  foolifli  Woman  more,— Well,  if  you 
have  done  your  barbarous  Mirth  I  am  fatisfy’d — My  Heart  is  too 
full  to  fpeak  my  Refentment*— -But  my  Hand  may  do  me  Juftice  — 
i  am  wounded  deeper  here  than  you  believe— tho*  Imuft  own  I  have 
deferv’d  this  Treatment  from  that  Lady,  who  I  believe  is  virtuous. 

j  Cynth .  My  Dear  be  calm - 1  have  with  much  Pain  deny’d  myfelf 

the  Satisfaction  of  unravelling  this  Affair  fooner,  and  waited  only  for 
this  lucky  Opportunity,  ’till  you  were  wrought  into  a  thorough  Con- 

I  viftion  of  your  Errors - Be  eafie  —  nothing  has  happen'd  as  you 

j  think  —  Mr.  Volatil  and  my  Coufin  have  only  join’d  with  me  to 
|  Punifh  you  in  this  manner  — -  If  our  Jeft  has  had  a  little  too  much 
Gall — — If  our  Mirth  has  been  too  fevere  or  pungent,  I  heartily  ask 
pardon. 

Riot.  Hah! — -  What  ? 

Vol.  Come,  come,  —  after  all  you  are  not  qualfy’d  for  the  Forreft 
yet,  you  are  no  Cuckold. 

Riot .  Make  that  appear,  and  I  fhall  be  happy  again,  Volatil - 

Vol .  They  both  are  Innocent*  Guiltlefs  of  the  Fa£t,  and  the  In¬ 
tention.  When  I  came  Home  the  laft  Night  by  your  Appointment, 

|  I  found  the  Houfe  lighted,  the  Servants  up,  and  thefe  two  Ladies  in 

the  Parlour  expeding  you - Your  Wife  had  prepared  a  pretty 

Moral  Le&ure  to  have  made  you  Blufh,  and  chid  you  into  Honefty — 
I  feeing  their  Chaft  Simplicity  was  obliged  toSilence,  and  took  part 
with  Vertue  5  and  you  fee  it  has  fueceedcd  to  my  With. - 

Riot ,  Can  this  be  real?  Joy  and  Wonder  both  at  once  furprizeme. 

Cynth .  By  my  hopes  of  Peace  and  future  Happinefs  you  haye  no 
j  Injury:  ’twas  a  weak  Woman’s  Stratagem,  ©nlydefign’d  to  win  you 
over  to  Love  andRepsntancc.  - 

’■  Arab. 


ThTWtfes  KelteJ  :  Ur,  "1 

Arab.  We  were  ftrangely  furpriz’d  to  find  Mr.  Volatil  fentasyottr  1 

Deputy' - but  we  foon  brought  him  over  to  our  Defign. — Come,  be  f 

reconcil’d  to  Cynthia ,  I  am  a  Witnefs  of  her  Truth  and  Vertue* - 

Believe  me,  you  may  be  an  Epicure  at  Home,  if  you  don’t  pufii  the  : 
Bleffing  from  you  with  both  Hands.  '  1 

Vol.  Thou  haft  aTrcafure  in  this  Woman,  who  never  endeavour’d 

to  reclaim  you  but  with  her  Smiles - fhe  wou’d  be  afai  hful  J 

Companion,  if  you  wou’d  permit  her -  1 

Riot.  I  am  Tongue-ty’d  in  my  Guilt - my  Follies  glare  upon  I 

me  in  their  full  Light - -  This  Convi&ion  in  my  Mind,  _gwe6  me  j 

Hopes  I  fhall  amend  - — —  Can  you,  my  Dear,  forgive  meh - my  1 

future  Life  (hail  pay  the  mighty  Debt  I  owe  thy  Vertue,  with  eter-  j 
nal  Love-,  Heav’n  kindly  invites  me  tack  to  thy  Chaft  Arms,  nor  1 

will  I  ever  ftray  again - no-  not  ir  bought  J 

Cynth.  Welcome,  thou  Wanderer — Oh  welcome  to  my  Soul,  my  I 
Joy  can  only  be  fully  exprefs’d  in  the  cor,  inu  d  F  rfcverance  of  my  j 
yvhole  Life  to  ferve  and  pleafe  you  }  I’ll  neither  be  Sullen  nor  Gay  j 
when  you’re  out  of  Humour,  nor  Impertinent  nor  Mela  net  i  when  i 
you’re  pleas’d  —  I’ll  oblige  my  Affections  to  wait  and  fubirut  to  the  ~ 
various  Turns  of  your  Temper,  till  i  have  Hole  into  your  Heart,  and  - 
brib’d  over  all  your  Pafficns  to  my  Interoft — .yet  wh  n  l  am  abfblute 
Miftrefs  there.  I’ll  not  forget  to  Rule  with  Temperance  and  Juftice, 
without  which  neither  Love  nor  Government  can  fubfift. 

Vol.  Come  Gentlemen,  I  have  engag’d  for  a  Dance,  then  we’ll  go 
in  and  finilh  the  happy  Night.  \fDance. 

After  the  ‘Danced]  This  is  a  Day  of  Miracles  in  Love*  Teraminta , 
Aurelia ,  Horatio ,  Valentin e — let  us  unite  our  Joys,  and  celebrate  our 
Nuptials  together.  As  fdr  you,  my  Friend,  we  muft  endeavour  to 
draw  you  by  juft  Decrees  to  Virtue’s  Charms*  nor  dare  at  once  to 
(how  you  all  her  Luftre — you^Sight  is  yet  too  weak  to  bear  it. 

Riot.  I  own  I  may  be  Blind  with  too  much  Light,  but  I  fee  fo 
well  at  prefen  t,  to  be  fully  fatisfy’d  that  the  Libertine’s  Joys  are  all 
ihort,  and  falfe,  as  Feaverifh  Dreams,  wherein  the  whole  Animal 
Oeconomy  is  miferabiy  tom  and  diftra&ed,  to  fupport  a  momentary 
Delirium.— Nor  can  the  ir.oft  extravagant  Voluptuary,  in  all  his  ex'- 
penfivc  Purfuits,  pofiefs  a  likffing  like  a  good  Wife. 

He  therefore  who  wou'd  have  his  Pie  afar  es  loft , 

And)  while  a  Mortal 3  Food  of  Angels  lafle 
A  Circling  Round  of  lafting  Heav  nfy  Charms , 

Muft  find  'em  in  a  Virtuous  Woman's  Aarms . 

'vT  ^  ‘  j 

FINIS.  -  ] 


